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"The future is yourself /Fill this part in " 

- Marnie Stern, Transformer' 

What's history, but words on a page? 

Retrospective pieces are such a familiar part of 
modern music journalism that it's often easiest to 
accept them without question - because after all, 
you weren't there, right? But it isn't always that 
simple. In real life, there's as many tales as there are 
mouths to tell them; accept that, if you can, and 
history is reduced to one big work in progress, all 
competing chatter and no grand absolutes. 

This month, Plan B turns its attention to Ladyfest, 
the music and arts festival which, since its debut 
in Olympia back in 2000, has grown into a global 
movement celebrating women in music and the 
arts. Written and compiled by Petra, Jesse, Beth and 
Lauren - some past Ladyfest organisers and 
performers, some impassioned newcomers -the 
result is a collective piece that, if not telling the 
whole story, hopefully captures something of 
Ladyfest's achievements: strident in its political aims, 
sometimes dogmatic, but also flexible, shaping itself 
around the communities it alights in, constantly 
holding itself up for redefinition. Think of this, then, 
as a snapshot of the movement at a point in time; 
and remember, the best histories are the ones you 
can make your own. 

Elsewhere in this issue, we meet Rolo Tomassi, 
a young band from Sheffield whose debut album 
proper, Hysterics, feels like a quantum leap out 
of the UK hardcore scene that spawned them. 
How Hysterics' main hallmarks -time signatures 
laced with prime numbers, arrangements ultra- 
compressed or strung out to the horizon, and 
a heaviness more comparable to, say, Napalm 
Death or The Locust- will go down with said crowds 
remains to be seen, but right now we've got their 
back. Meanwhile, if you've picked up Plan B for the 
first time because you want to read about Rolo 
Tomassi, I've got to insist you have a good read of 
the Mick Barr feature and go buy a bunch of his 
records. That guy shreds. 
Louis Pattison 
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THE DODOS Visiter out now - CD / 2LP / Digital 

SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO Sample and Hold: ADSR Remixed out now - CD / 3LP / Digital 

CONOR OBERST Conor Oberst out now - cd / lp / Digital 

THE DODOS Fools 15/09/08 - Ltd 7" / Digital 

EUROS CHILDS Cheer Gone 15/09/08 - CD / Digital 

PETER, BJORN AND JOHN Seaside Rock 15/09/08 - lp / Digital 

LOWERS Think 29/09/08 - CD / 12" / Digital 

THOSE DANCING DAYS In Our Space Hero Suits 06/10/08 - CD / lp / Digital 
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ALSO COMING SOON 

GREG WEEKS "The Hive" HER SPACE HOLIDAY "The New Kid Revival" 

LOS CAMPESINOS! "We're Beautiful, We're Doomed" 

Visit the brand new Wichita shop for all our releases, rare items and 
label merchandise - www.wichita-recordings.com/shop 
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Words: Tom Howard, Stewart Smith and Lauren Strain 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



v 




> 




Daniel Johnston and Friends 

The Old Fruitmarket, Glasgow/lndig02, London/ 
Maida Vale, London 

"Gonna rock!" 

A novelty on record, 'Rock This Town' 
fucking rules live. 

"Gonna ROCK!" Guitars chug I ike a K 
Records Kiss, Jad Fair yells "RAWK! ", and 
Daniel Johnston sings about getting high. 
"Gonna rock this town tonight!" 

It wasn't quite likethisthefirsttime I saw 
him, some five years ago. Dishevelled and 
fidgety, Johnston seemed to struggle through 
his first few songs. Was he enjoying this? Were 
we, the audience, exploiting him? Or was 
I being patronising, treating Johnston like 
a child? Putting down his guitar, Johnston 
cheerily announced he was going to play some 
songs on the piano. And he did so beautifully, 
firmly putting any doubts to rest. 

Tonight, joined by friends old and new, 
Johnston is in his element. He first appears 
during Mark Linkous's support set, silencing the 
hall as he takes the chorus of 'Most Beautiful 
Widow In Town'. Later on, Johnston delivers 
'Story Of An Artist' and 'Hey Joe' straight to the 
heart. Yet for all the pain in these songs, the 
overall mood is celebratory. It's a joy to hear the 
likes of 'Fish' and 'Speeding Motorcycle' get the 
full band treatment, all jangling guitars and 
pumping harmonium. Jad Fair looks positively 
beatific, clearly moved to see Johnston in such 
good spirits, hissongstouchingsomany. (SS) 

So he's here and I'm here, in the same room 
for the first time. I feel I know Daniel Johnston. 
Or what I mean is: I know his myth. I got to him 
the usual way: Cobain's T-shirt, the records, the 
books, the film, the institutions. I'm a sucker 
for a back-story. And hell, Johnston's is 
unparalleled. Diabetic and suffering from 
bipolar disorder, raised by a strongly religious 
family, his mind occupies another world. He's a 
plump, middle-aged, grey-haired man now, still 
making perfect pop about love, heartbreak 
and childhood obsessions. He shows us his 
world. It's the simplest of formulas. 

The paradox with Johnston is that his music 
is so basic, the sentiments so clear. Yet he 
couldn't be more complex, and his creativity 
is born of barely manageable strife. 

His aura makes it irrelevant that 
Scout Niblett and members 

of Half Japanese, Yo La Tengo 
and Sparklehorse make up 
his band. 'Speeding 
Motorcycle' 
through 
'Walking 
The 
Cow' 



through 'Casper The Friendly Ghost' through 
'Hey Jude' through 'Devil Town' are cracked 
and broken, almost too honest to listen to. 

But here's the crux. I'm listening to 
Johnston's words and his peculiar melodies. I'm 
watching his right hand shake uncontrollably 
from the medication. And I'm realising his 
talent is as raw and uncultivated as talent can 
be. He ain't no myth. He's just dealing with the 
shitstorm that life's thrown at him. And shows 
like this see him triumph again. (TH) 

We're in London, somewhere amid the matrix 
of corridors at the BBC's Maida Vale studios. It's 
my last day helping out on this tour - and the 
amount I've learned about people's capacities 
for, on the one hand, an almost extra-human 
generosity and, on the other, cold-heartedness 
in the extreme, is enough to overwhelm. And 
so it does; precisely when Daniel -a man who 
certainly doesn't belong in the latter category, 
but whose honesty and turmoil have had their 
own, separate effect on me entirely - sings 'Go'. 
And when Scout aligns her whispers just behind 
his, it's like she's an illuminated companion 
shadowing him, softly articulating a parallel 

He shows us 
his world 

echo. Their harmonies have stunned even since 
their first rehearsal below the gaudy afternoon 
chandeliers of Berns, Stockholm. 

Of all those here, it's Scout, and her 
drummer Kristian Goddard, who seem 
to understand Daniel best. It's something 
intuitive, something left unsaid and, instead, 
sung. Some kind of kinship shudders through 
'Rock This Town', as Scout's devilish repeats 
judder thru' the systems with acidity and 
euphoria; for 'Go', she's muted and calm. 
Tired, anxious and wrongly caffeinated, I'm 
choked up but forcibly silent (don't wantto 
sniff on the radio) while noting how Daniel's 
dedication to his performance today outshines 
all this last fortnight's shows put together; his 
concentration filters into each (sometimes 
curtailed, tripped-over) syllable and the words 
assume a new, more poignant meaning for 
their softer, suffered delivery. Maybe I'm 
reading too heavily into things, but it feels like 
the final curtain, even though there's Dublin 
tomorrow, and Dublin a second time the day 
after that. 

In the airport, he reads my palm. He says I've 
got quite a short lifeline, but that I'm to look 
forward to a very long afterlife. I ask him what 
I'll be reincarnated as. 

"Oh, you'll be happy. Very, very happy." 

Inexplicably, I feel so much better. (LS) 
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telepathe 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Heather Culp 



Calling all sceptics: Telepathe (pronounced 'telepathy') may not be operating 
on your wavelength. "A friend was telling us about a friend of hers who was 
taking her pet to a woman who was a 'pet communicator', and she 
telepathically figured out what the animal was going through", says Melissa 
Livaudais, on how the name arose, "Like... telepathy -it's the next level. It's the 
higher state of consciousness, and it just stuck." 

"And obviously, I mean, I'm a believer," she adds. "But I try notto push 
that part too much." Even if James Randi is unlikely to be writing out that 
million-dollar cheque for proven paranormalists quite yet, when Melissa and 
girlfriend Busy Gangnes left their previous band Wikkid and holed up in their 
home studio- "we really wanted to just do everything" -they emerged with 
music that tapped into the subconscious of the city around them. Not just the 
Brooklyn hipsters sauntering by on the pavement outside, but the radio waves 
buzzing above their heads and the power cables humming between 
floorboards. What are they trying to tell us? 

Head back a year or two, and early projections from the Melissa/Busy axis 
inhabited a netherworld of drone and chanting not a million blocks' distance 
from their friends Effi Briest. Indeed, a mutual swapfest of Telepathe's 'Chrome's 
On It' and Effi Briest's 'Mirror Rim' is planned for future release. But recently 
things have taken a direction more inspired by the duo's love of Lil Wayne and 
minimal synth music than by their shaggy-fringed indie peers. 

"We want to make pop music. It's not how we started out", Melissa says. 
"We used to be more experimental and out there. . .and we just got bored with 
that. We're really into writing hooks, and we want to make more dance- 
orientated, bass-heavy music, because that's the kind of stuff we're inspired by. " 

Now augmented by third member Ryan Lucero, Telepathe's current single 



'We're trying to make 
something beyond what's 
happening right now' 



'Devil's Trident' offers up ectoplasmic traces of their recent movements, as the 
women intone stream-of-consciousness lyrics over jingle-perfect harmonies 
and glistening banks of keyboards freshly dredged up from the Eighties. It's like 
stumbling home from a club with the beats still burnt into your ears to find the 
TVjammed between channels, showing a ghost-thin blend of Labyrinth and a 
home shopping show where Brian Eno touts his Oblique Strategies cards under 
harsh fluorescent lights. If musical spookiness is traditionally the realm of echoes 
and shadows, creating space where fears can lurk, then Telepathe show us its 
negative: a place where the familiar and the half-remembered crowd together 
in broad daylight. 

" God, I get so frustrated about that part" , Melissa says, about the alienation 
that persists in their sound. " Because really it's not intentional. I really don't want 
to make it like that, but it's so weird how it always turns out that way. I think it's 
just... innate.'" Do the band approach making music as nostalgists or futurists? 
"Well, both. We use the same bass synth that Gary Numan used. But even 
though the instruments themselves are not contemporary, physically we're 
trying to make something beyond what's happening right now. 

"Our music has a lot of syncopation, and call and response. It's obviously not 
four-to-the-f loor or typical disco beats. And it's not that we don't like that music; 
we're just trying to play around with things that aren't as straightforward as 
that. In our minds that feels futuristic. 

"I think we were adamantly against making a straightforward disco beat, 
because it was everywhere, you know? And it still is, but now we love it and can 
accept it. We really want to stir it up a bit again." Starting with the title of their 
album, recorded with TV On The Radio's Dave Sitek, and politely known as 
Dance Mother. "Yeah, it's really Dance Motherfucker, just an aggressive. . . 
yeah", Melissa says. "Our local audience is not a dance audience. It's way more 
rock and experimental. And we were thinking of that context and the music 
that was happening - and we wanted to rebel against it. " It's no surprise to find 
agreement that Brooklyn's indie landscape is hardly the free and open territory it 
might like to think it is: " Even though supposedly it's all blurring the lines, it's not 
that free. There's unwritten guidelines. " But hey, open your minds and who 
knows what you might hear. As Melissa says earlier: "I think everybody has 
telepathy. It's up to you to accept it. " 

www.myspace.com/telepathe 
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extra golden 

Words: Solange Deschatres 

Genocide, AIDS, financial hardship... if all you hear 
about Kenya is stories of poverty and conflict, you 
might expect Extra Golden's newest, Hera Ma Nono, 
to be heartstring-plucking blues. Instead, the band 
packages each track in warm tones closer to its name. 
It's a multihued intermixture of three playfully 
swapping, psychedelic axe masters, Benga tradition, 
rollicking Afro-rock drums, and tri-language vocals 
that spiral into a kaleidoscope of universal emotions. 
The bouncy rhythm runs under even unpleasant 
themes, a reminder to grab hold of a rope through 
rough currents. 

Or if you imagine it sounds like a revival of Paul 
Simon's Graceland, with its earthy hand drumming and 
soulful vocal harmonics, think again. "We are going to 
call it, 'Berock'," laughs drummer, Onyango Wuod 
'Steve-O'Omari. 

The combo of Benga and rock is so thick with 
guitar, the other elements seem to bounce giddily 
off the riffs like kids on a trampoline. It's thanks to 
American rock guitarists Ian Eagleson and Alex Minoff, 
who had been playing together for several years when 
Ian decided to study African music in Kenya. Right 
place, right time. 

Alex explains: "We both like lots of different types 
of African music. [Ian] was working in Kenya, so that 
was a natural entree\o\ us." The duo didn't know what 
was missing from their act until they started jamming 
with the African musicians. "People of different 
backgrounds working together is one thing, but I don't 
think that Extra Golden's music is necessarily a 
peephole into what it means to be African." 

They stitch rock jams and hoppy Benga together 
sans soundclash. On stage, boyish vocalist Kimpaul 
Jagwasi plays with the beat, leading with jerky moves 
and winning grin. "The crowd can dance in any style 
they like," he says. "We're here to make people happy." 

But there's more here than party spirit. Cynicism 
bites through some dreamy melodies, as in 'I Miss You' 
(written by vocalist Opiyo Bilongo). "That song, it's not 
saying, I miss you, it's I hearyot/saying'l miss you'. 
A lot seedier," Alex emphasises. He says he has nothing 
to worry about with his girlfriend back home, even 
though they've been gone a while. 

The Kenyans, on the other hand, almost didn't get 
here at all. In 2006, Extra Golden was scheduled to 
debut in Chicago and then. "We had a lot of issues 
with visas," says Steve-O. In desperation, they reached 
out to a familiar Illinois senator with Kenyan heritage. 
" Barack Obama, he helped us a lot.That's why we 
composed a song for him," he adds, explaining the 
Benga tradition of writing songs of deep praise. 

" People always ask if we're gonna play at his 
inauguration. I don't think that we're the right band 
for that job," muses Alex. "But to win political office in 
a country like the United States, you're not going to 
appeal to a lot of voters by putting a Luo language 
song out there..." 

www.extragolden.com 




justice yeldham 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Photography: Alex Davies 



Maybe you're already au fait with Justice Yeldham. 
He's that Aussie guy who comes onstage with a belt 
of FX pedals and a big piece of broken glass, which 
he pushes against his face and, via attached contact 
mics, creates a splattery blitz of formless power 
electronics. At some point he'll likely push the glass 
so hard, it'll shatter and cause blood to spray forth. 
Proceedings may be concluded by yer man breaking 



'In desperation 
I began to shove 
the skewers into 
my mouth' 



the remains of the pane over his head. That guy. You 
heard about this? Dude! It's gross. Awesome gross. 

OK, look: Yeldham, real name Lucas Abela, 
has a sharp sense of humour about these activities. 
However, he's utterly passionate and sincere about 
his methods of sound creation, and frustrated that 
this isn't his whole audience's number one priority. 
" I do get these types at shows who howl for blood. 
My guess is that they have no interest in the music 
so yes, I have a slight problem with people desiring 
that I hurt myself for cheap entertainment. 

"[But] it's a show and I'm an entertainer. I find 
it hard to stay awake at most experimental shows. 
I could sit down and play safety glass and highlight 
its musicality but that would bore me. " 

Abela can claim around two decades' active 
fascination with methods of noise creation. "Being 



a fan of The Birthday Party was a gateway to 
Neubauten, Foetus, SPK, etc. I came across the 
Industrial Culture Handbook, and became intrigued 
by Boyd Rice. So my first experiments were in my 
bedroom recreating some of his ideas - drilling off 
axis holes in records, like Pagan Muzak. " 

Later, a dead-of-night community radio show 
in Sydney allowed him to broadcast mic feedback, 
skipping CDs and modified turntables. Abela made 
his live debut in 1 994, smashing his gear almost 
immediately from excitement but soldiering on for 
45 minutes. "From that day on I decided I would 
never play a set time, only as long as I felt inspired. " 

On one hand Yeldham's sonics are defiant anti- 
music, vacillating between cyborg castrato and 
gurgling, bassy low end; on the other, the latter 
tones actually resemble jungle basslines. While 
the use of glass is something of a masterstroke - 
it renders Justice Yeldham perma-visible, and 
comically grotesque to boot- it came about by 
chance. Reconfiguring turntables to 1 200 rpm and 
having them play all manner of disc-shaped found 
objects, or vinyl " played with handheld styli made 
from knives and turkey skewers," in 1997 he found 
himself in Japan without working equipment. 

" In desperation I began to shove the skewers 
into my mouth and manipulated them verbally. This 
is the point when I changed from a turntablist to an 
oral artist. In January 2003 I was soundchecking and 
noticed a sheet of broken glass in the corner of the 
venue. It's been a love affair ever since." One -don't 
look now, Daily Mail columnists! -afforded 
credence by the Australian Arts Council, who pay 
for his flights around the world. Next on the agenda 
is an extended stay in China, where he intends to 
form a "glass, piano and percussion"-based band. 

"The glass was at first an uncontrollable beast; 
I've slowly, over the last five years, been able to reign 
it in. I'm convinced the idea could form a newfamily 
of musical instruments - large thick sheets are 
baritone, small thin ones tenor. When I see a new 
generation of glass players out and proud I may 
move on." 

www.dualplover.com/justice 
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What's your favourite song... 

...to dance to like you're short-circuiting? 

"AphexTwin, 'Windowlicker'. It's really dancey, but 
there's room for circuit failure. It's the song that got 
me excited about electronic music. But then, I could 
have said Autechre and stuff that has the same 
effect on me." 

...to wake up to after 1000 years of suspended 
animation from interstellar travel? 

"Fleetwood Mac, 'Dreams'. I could never get bored 
of it. It's like an old friend. I think I used to hate it 
when I was about 1 to 1 5 years old - then - for 
some reason, when I was about 1 7 it became my 
favourite song in the world. It's quite contemplative, 
and would put me in a good mood to ease into 
the day." 

...to listen to while you're interfacing with hot 
cardboard ladies? 

" I'm kind of old-fashioned when it comes to make- 
out music, and I just like to go for straight down the 
line r'n'b. So I'd put, like, an Aaliyah album, or 
Tweet -I like Tweet quite a lot. There's a song by 
her called 'Smoking Cigarettes' which is quite good. 
And I have tried seduction... it works, sometimes. 
[Dirty laugh]. 

"I have a really smooth side, and it's not ironic. 
I kind of streamlined my CD collection some time 
ago. All I've got left is r'n'b." 

...to nuke with your death ray? 

"Anything by Editors. I think they're probably the 
most manipulative band in the world. They write 
all these songs about pain and stuff - and all the 



people that love them really relate to these songs - 
but I don't think any member of has ever actually 
experienced any type of pain. The guy kind of 
changed his voice to sound more tortured. It's not 
good form to be rude about bands - but I think 
I can get away with saying that about them. " 

...to listen to to counteract radiation sickness? 

"Something to kick my arse, depending on the type 
of radiation. I'd say 'Jesus Etc' by Wilco, or 'On A 
Rope' by Rocket From The Crypt. That's like a vodka- 
Red Bull kind of radiation, and the Wilco's more of 
a red wine radiation." 



'I have a really smooth 
side, and it's not 
ironic' 



...to get your chest lights pulsing SOS? 

"I'd say, maybe, for. . .excitement: 'She Lives In 
My Lap', byOutKast." 

...is that your chest light pulsing, or 
something else? 

"[Absolutely filthy laugh] Well, make up your own 
mind! Yeah, definitely chest light. And for an SOS- 
that would be me panicking..? Songs I like, or don't 
like? Well -when we're in the car, we keep hearing 
'Whole Lotta Love' by Led Zeppelin, and each of us 
takes it in turns to air drum, so that is actually having 



that kind of effect on us. I'm sure we could have the 
lights getting involved as well. " 

. . .to soundtrack a battle of robots vs zombies? 

"Anything by Goblin would work as an aid to 
the fight. I would probably go for a song called 
Technopolis' by Yellow Magic Orchestra - robots 
fighting zombies, that's what their music sounds like 
a lot of the time. They've got a nice techy beat, with 
all of this weird little doot-da-da-da-da all over the 
top. It would go on forever, but those bands go on 
for a long time. The robots would win." 

. . .to race lightcycles with your bandmates? 

"I haven't seen Tron yet, but I did a remix of 
something from the soundtrack. It would have to be 
something we all like. 'Gut Feeling', by Devo. It's got 
a nice build, it would be a good climax for a race. " 

...to dissect and re-animate? 

"I don't really think like, oh yeah, I'd like to remix 
that, but out of the ones we've done, I'd say the 
Box Codax. Actually, maybe Yellow Magic Orchestra 
vs Goblin... I don't know, I find it funny because 
I get asked - about remixes, not re-animation - 
quite often... I think K7 are doing this Bowie tribute 
record, and they asked me to do a cover. I thought, 
OK, I'll give it a go, but there are certain things you 
can't mess around with... especially, like, Bowie." 

. . .to convince people that you come in peace? 

" R Kelly, 'Ignition (Remix)'. It's obviously the party 
tune. That would send the right message. " 

www.metronomy.co.uk 
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What happened when 
Trencher went to Israel? 
FUN HAPPENED 



8 June, Tel Aviv 

Shalom, motherfuckers! Trencher are off to rock 
the Holy Land - and maybe, just maybe, bring 
a little bit of peace, harmony and understanding (via 
the medium of violent Casio-death-grind-doom). 

Flying from Luton, and we're a little bit 
apprehensive. Yuval, the guy who's booking us, 
emailed us the night before to say we didn't 
have work permits and should 'try and not look 
like a band'. OK... but the instruments, 
merchandise, tattoos (and general swagger) 
might be a bit of a give-away. . . 

Arriving at Tel Aviv, we spend a while in the 
immigration queue trying to project a humble, 
non-band air. As it happens, we have no problems 
getting through, unlike a poor bookish Jewish 
lad just in front who gets frogmarched off, despite 
looking far more wholesome than us. We meet 
Yuval and his girlfriend Mickey the other side of 
customs and rush to a gig they have to play. 

The venue is in a run-down area of town. 
It's called the Patiphone. A band are playing as 
we enter; they're young, fast and energetic and 
slightly Black Flaggy. Their Israeli name is 
unpronounceable (to us) but roughly translates 
as Invasion Of The Body Snatchers. 
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Yuval and Mickey play next. They're called The 
TV Buddhas, after the Nam June Paik sculpture, and 
make a rawkous, garagey Oxes kind of noise. 

The evening comes to an end back at Yuval and 
Mickey's with a meal featuring some of the finest 
(literally) cous-cous we've ever had the pleasure to 
eat - it's like aromatic sand. 

9/10 June, Tel Aviv 

I've combined Monday and Tuesday into Muesday, 
as they are both pretty similar- spent at the beach 
in Jaffa (yes, where the oranges come from), an old 
Arabic part of Tel Aviv, working on our tans. 

We do have to do one band-related thing on 
Monday - a photoshoot with Tel Aviv's Time Out. 
It's not just us though - a fair few people from other 
bands turn up too, some of whom are fairly young 
and belligerent. The poor photographer has a bit of 
a struggle trying to organise a large group picture 
whilst the young 'uns pay no attention to his 
instructions. I think some of the polaroids we took 
at the shoot turned out better than his. 

The other notable event of Muesday is lunch at 
Dr Shukshuka's - a famous Jaffa eatery. We go for 
the business lunch, which involves everything the 
kitchen can throw at you. The waitress warns us to 



Golden streams of 
crack pouring from the 
heavens 



go easy with the bread. We laugh. Dish 
f after dish, we continue to scoff (by now 
we're chewing a lot more slowly). She 
looks on, grinning triumphantly: "Who 

wants cake and coffee? " she screams. 

11 June, Jerusalem 

Upearlytohireacar. Beef-pants (the fourth 
Trencher) takes the wheel. We've got a radio 
interview this evening but that's not until nine- 
ish, so today we pass through Jerusalem, 
catching a glimpse of the golden Dome Of The 
Rock, and then the West Bank, the larger part 
of the Palestinian Territories. The landscape 
becomes much more arid, barren and Biblical. 
Signs start to appear -1 00 metres below sea 
level, 200 metres, 300. . .we turn a corner and 



before us is a peculiar blue-grey expanse -the Dead 
Sea! Hallelujah! 

We get in immediately and start floating. It really 
is a curious sensation - half your body in the air, 
unable to sink. The water is opaque with the mineral 
content and smells like a chemistry experiment. 

We head back after trying and failing to find the 
caves where the Dead Sea Scrolls turned up - no 
wonder they were lost for two thousand years. 
Yuval takes us to the radio show, broadcast from 
a university. A couple of guys who are in a band 
called Achzavoth take part in the interview and 
give us a tab of acid to share. We end up in a bar, 
tripping like bastards, and Pox and I have a massive 
acid and beer induced fight. He's totally paranoid 
and I'm a bit highly strung after an earlier car door 
near-death experience. It seems to spell the end 
for Trencher, the acid making it seem all the more 
apocalyptic! Pox and I don't talk to each other for 
the next two days. 

12 June, Jerusalem 

Finally, we're down to play. A little worse for 
wear after late-night shenanigans, we drive to the 
Holy City in our hired car. You think London's a 
nightmare? Try fucking Jerusalem ! Beef-pants does 
an admirablejob, though. 

We get a chance to look around the Old City 
before soundcheck. The whole place has palpable 
atmosphere - you can almost taste the fervour in 
the air, but it doesn't feel holy to me, just ancient 
and beautiful and vaguely ominous. The bizarre 
clash of tourism and zealotry make it a bit like 
a Abrahamic Disneyland. 

Uganda is the venue where Om played their 
legendary stoned six-hour Jerusalem jam. It's a nice 
little place, with cds and magazines lining the walls. 
They've got a Plan B in Israel too - no relation, mind. 
We play a pretty tight set considering we've just 
been lazing around in the sun for three days. There's 
a bit of a mosh, and some people know our lyrics. 
We get shouted into doing an encore featuring 
'Ode To The Exorcist', which goes down well and 
feels quite appropriate given the surroundings. 
We're all pooped by the end of the night, driving 
back to Tel Aviv tired but satisfied. 

14 June, Tel Aviv 

My birthday! What a great way to spend it- playing 
a big festival called Maximum Pain in an exotic 
country full of pleasant people with cheap booze 
on tap ! The soundcheck is great, they've got a pair 
of lovely vintage valve heads for me to crank my 
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keyboard through, both Israeli-made from the late Sixties/early Seventies, and 
they sound immense! 

A duo called Barbara mangle up GodHeadSilo-esque riffs with grindy 
drumming. They are the oldest band there, and show the kids how it's 
done. The next band's name escapes me now, due to the large glass of absinthe 
that Pox, despite being penniless, manages to rustle up for me as a birthday 
treat (we've made up). They may have been called LSD. Anyway, it's more of 
the same spazzy drumming but with a doomy edge, reinforced by a dude with 
a power electonics smorgasboard set-up from which he extracts some truly 
malevolent sounding low-end noise, while a maniac with treated vocals 
gives throat cancer a run for its money in the larynx-destroying stakes. 

Achzavoth, featuring Dorian who palmed us the acid, are the visceral 
highlight of the night. A quartet - drums, two guitars and bass, with split 
vocal duties spat into a communal microphone suspended from the ceiling. 
The crowd go nuts and they reciprocate, flailing wildly. It's a heady, mathy 
brew, and if I wasn't enjoying myself so much, I probably would have shit my 
pants a little bit at the thought of playing after them. 

I'm fairly mashed by this time and Pox and Lock-monger are not far 
behind me. We play a loud, sloppy, gleeful set that everyone seems to enjoy. 
Cajoled into an encore again, I remember it's my birthday and make sure the 
whole venue is aware of this fact. Some cheeky dudes run up with full beer 
bottles, spraying them all over my crotch. Thankfully, I'm not standing near 
my pedals at the time! It all ends in a big, beery hullabaloo. 

Unfortunately, some fucker's called the noise police and they turn up and 
hand out a ticket, the bastards. 

15 June, Tel Aviv 

We spend most of our last day on the beach, soaking up rays like they're 
golden streams of crack pouring from the heavens. 

Leaving Tel Aviv is a lot harder than getting into it. There are three stages 
of super-tight security to get through. I know what's coming: "Open your bag 
please" . Beneath a layer of clothing, the mess of wires, cables and electronic 
devices that make up my rig raise Israeli Defence Force eyebrows. Every 
single item is swabbed for traces of explosives 
and as luck would have it, there's a couple 
of pieces the swabs don't like: my 
keyboard and a frequency L^W* 

analyser are taken off for .^ JVj 71 * 

testing. Eventually, they ^* 0« M 

are packed separately. Cp 

The girl who does 
this is very sweet - 
her boyfriend's a 
musician and she 
recognises all 
this stuff. 

We get to 
Luton at about 
two in the morning. 
Right, Lock-monger, 
get booking the 
next one -how 
about Iran? 





playlist: 
phonica records 

Words: Ben Phonica 
Illustration: Cath Elliott 



It's odd how certain types of music evoke times, or seasons. When summer 
comesaround it suddenly doesn't seem quite the righttimeto be playing that 
new Sunn 0))) record anymore. Instead, we focus on the cheerful, the laidback, 
the upbeat - and funnily enough, no sweaty basement techno (although as 
pastimes go, that stuff is pretty timeless). 



Kuniyuki 

All These Things (Theo Parrish remixes) 
(Mule Musiq) 

Theo Parrish transforms Kuniyuki's great 
original into two slices of perfect house 
music. Rough, warm drums underpin a 
sensuous, smoky groove that envelopes you 
like a sudden sunset in a forest full of lusty 
wood nymphs you've known all your life. 

Simian Mobile Disco 

Love (Beyond The Wizard's Sleeve 
remix) (Wichita) 

For this remix, Erol Alkan and Richard Norris 
(otherwise known as Beyond The Wizard's 
Sleeve) have clearly pressed the button 
marked 'space bongos' on the mixing desk 
while pulling the 'Balearic' lever and 
generously turning the 'Hands in the air, 
feel good, end of night anthem' knob. 

Fontan 

Early Morning (Studio remix) 
(Information) 

Studio are the masters of the new Balearic 
school, creating smacked-out bliss epics full 
of gleaming synths and lazy rhythms. On 
'Early Morning', Fontan state "Early 
morning, the sun is bright/The sky is blue, but 
you can 'tsee through "- hmm - but such is 
Studio's musical mastery is such you find 
yourself simply agreeing. 

Linkwood 

Lost Experiment (Prime Numbers) 

Beautiful, deep, soulful. Every sound works 
together to create something so effortless 
that it's easily more than the sum of its parts. 
In fact, it boggles the mind to think that 
music like this was created piece by piece 
and didn'tfall to earth. 

Runaway 

Brooklyn Club Jam (Rekids) 

Old music sounds better than new music. 
Surely everyone knows that -right? Well, 
Runaway have been listening to their nu- 



groove records, and they've put in so many 
pianos it's nearly enough to make up for how 
few there are anywhere else in house music 
these days. Listening to this record makes me 
nostalgic for a past I never had. 

The Fitzcaraldo Variations 

Mediterraneans (History Clock) 

Old is definitely where it's at these days. The 
mysterious History Clock label has unearthed 
this Latino yacht-rock special. Disco-funk 



Like Grace Jones 
on a relaxing 
weekend break 
in Antigua 



percussion breaks into spiralling guitar solos 
before the good time boys sing you home 
through the fiesta, guiding you safely right 
back to the party 

Sir Victor Uwaifo 

Guitar Boy Superstar (Sound Way) 

Uwaifo invented a unique style of Nigerian 
highlife music that he called 'Ekassa'. Based 
on ancient rhythms and fused with modern 
Highlife instrumentation and just a dash of 
rock and soul, it got him Nigeria's first ever 
gold disc and the country's biggest ever 
selling single in 1 965. This is his first 
retrospective released in this country, 
and it should be heard by all. 

Wade Nicols 

Horse With No Shame (RVNG) 

We had to end with a classic. America's (not 
Neil Young's) 'Horse With No Name' is a true 
sing-a-long masterpiece. Here, Wade Nichols 
gives it a little bit of modern grooming, an 
anonymous sugar lump, and spurs it on to 
both dressage and dancefloor success. 
www.phonicarecords.co.uk 
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e mix: tittsworth 

tter and worse, Bmore gutter music 
busts down naturally into 30-second runs of 
ratchet-tightening intensity; all underground 
plateaus, all brutal dancefloor hustle; gunclick 
percussion, sweat, slang and burning bodies. 
With Twelve Steps, Tittsworth has ambushed 
expectations and delivered an album's worth 
taking in dumb club, manicured r'n'b and 
hyphy/crunk brutality. Long-lived fun -and, 
like he says, "swagger for days". . 

Blaqstarr Bang 
Rod Lee Holla Back 

"Brand new music from two of the heaviest names in 
Baltimore club music. Blaqstarr takes an unusual turn 
from his thick minimalism and instead applies his gritty 
low end to an updated JBs sorta feel. And though Rod's 
rapid party flow and catchy funk is even further from 
his regular style, both nailW in the name of versatility." 

Tittsworth featuring Nina Sky and 
Pitbull Here He Comes 

"To the best of my knowledge, the first time two 
Billboard heavyweights are on an original Baltimore 
club tune (not a remix). It took months of persistence 
including a crashed hard drive, some management 
changes, and maybe some dumb luck/prayer/sexual 
favours. I think the outcome was worthwhile. . . " 

Lil Wayne A Milli (Scottie B remix) 

"Scottie provides the best of both worlds with 
a slowed section of the original, but also a sped-up 
club part with sharp chops, heavy bass and those gun 
shots we can't qet enough of." 




Nadastrom Pussy Soul 

"This is the title cut from the duo's EP, forthcoming on 
the legendary Dubsided. Perfectly produced - even the 
intro is worked inside out. Reviving the classic Soul II 
Soul sample in 2008, my hometown heroes easily 
exceed every expectation. It's a perfect blend of soul, 
club, fidget and a build that sounds so good you'll want 
to break your cellphone." 

Solange I Decided (Tittsworth Rave remix) 

" My first attempt at blending club music with old 
and new rave. The end result is something tough and 
technical, inspired by Baltimore and (UK) hardcore/ 
drum'n'bass. . .big builds, rave piano, and official 
vocals from Beyonce's sister! As a result, I ended up 
atWill.l.Am's house. My ears rang hard but more 
importantly, so did his praise." 

Surkin Next of Kin (Todd Edwards remix) 
The Chavy Boys Friday Night Flu 

"A double dosage of guilty pleasures here. Surkin's 
anthem matures the perfect amount in this tasteful 
house revisit. Also, watch out for the Chavy Boys, who 
take a gem of a disco sample and flip it upside down." 

www.tittsworth.com 



Every so often Ireland throws forth a band of talented 
young upstarts. The international press cocks an ear- and 
mercilessly swallows them whole.Thankfully, and for once, 
Fight Like Apes are that rare breed more than capable of 
outmaneuvering the hype monster at each turn. 

Still, with even Italian Vogue clamouring for a pound of 
flesh, they're bound to have been asked every question under 
the sun. I'm a little perplexed as to how to start. 

"Maybe if you wouldn't ask me where I met the lads or 
if I prefer playing synth or singing, we'll do fine. . . " (Damn: 
scratch questions one and two, then . . .) 

Fight Like Apes frontwoman May Kay is kindly taking it 
easy on me, despite battling a chest infection and trying to lay 
low by sneakily hiding her mobile phone in another room. 

"We recorded the album in Seattle with [Bikini Kill/ 
Sleater Kinney producer] John Goodmanson and this is going 
to sound sickening, but we all got along great while we were 
away. We did meet this one guy though ... he started telling 
us this story about this massive gang war he'd been involved 
in, then stopped halfway when he realised he was telling us 
the plot to Gangs Of New York. He walked straight out of the 
room. The next day we saw him again. He'd glued a live 
mouse to a piece of plastic." 

Has his influence found its way on to the record? 

"Yeah, anytime I sound creepy or like I've just brought 
a mirror out on a date. He used to leave us presents at our 



door, like cans and magazines and satellite dishes - all 
broken, of course. I do miss him." 

See, this is what's great about this band: a standard 
interview question about howthe album was made is gently 
derailed someplace much far more fun. There are parallels in 
their music, too: they ditched the guitars ("they're boring") 
yet kept (and upped) the distortion because " it sounded 
funny". Ambition is fuelled by adventurism, not careerism. 

Their recent single, 'Lend Me Your Face' - a startling mix 
of tribal clatter and total pop genius barely hits 1 :46 in length 
(chorus/verse/chorus/done) but it's perfectly measured. 

Part of the brief I got for this interview was to maybe talk 
about the 'scene' in Ireland. Is there such a thing? 

"Wow. . .I'd love to be in a 'scene' actually. They must 
have so much fun all the time, hanging out and stuff. . . " 

All making the same boring music though. It must be a 
vital component in having such a strong identity, not knowing 
or paying attention to what your peers are up to. 

" I reckon so. The best way to blend in is to try and jump 
into a scene." 

Steve Lamacq is a big fan, have you done a session 
for him yet? 

"We've done two." 

I'm renowned for my research. 

"Hah! I'm telling on you..." 

www.fightlikeapesmusic.com 
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THE ATP RECORDINGS CATALOGUE 



THE DRONES 

THE MINOTAUR 

+ A BRIEF RETROSPECTIVE 




THE MINOTAUR + A BRIEF RETROSPECTIVE 

out soon on limited edition 12" picture disc vinyl and digital download. 

Featuring 2 brand new tracks from the forthcoming album Havilah, 
and 4 specially chosen classic tracks from The Drones back catalogue. 

The Drones continue to do us proud with their unique brand of 

squalling folk punk.. .[it] heralds the highly anticipated fourth studio album... 

called Havilah If it is a sign let it serve as a warning for what's to come 

- [The Minotaur] hollers, screams and spits. It's a mean bitch of a song.' 

BEAT MAGAZINE 

"The Drones whip up a heady storm of garage-bred blues, 

post-punk intensity and Crazy Horse-style amp overload, in which they 

couch fevered narratives worthy of Nick Cave." 

MOJO 



FUCk BUTTON/ 

COLOURS MOVE 

RELEASED 8 SEPTEMBER 2008 




Available on limited edition 1 2" and digital download only, 
featuring Andrew Weatherall remix of Sweet Love for Planet Earth. 

See them live at the single launch show at Rough Trade East, September I st. 

"Adrenaline pumping, ear purging slabs of towering, pristine noise. .." 
TIME OUT 

"One of the more exciting things to happen to experimental electronica in some time. ..." 
THE OBSERVER 

"Joyful symphonies that sound like they've been 

captured to tape in the depths of some psychedelic rainforest.' 

NME 

"Full-on euphoria." 
UNCUT 




TICKETS ON SALE FROM BOX OFFICES VIA 

www.seetickets.com * www.stargreen.com * www.ticketweb.co.uk 



www.atpfestival .com 
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Eyes front. Good. Now rotate them 1 80 degrees 
back into your skull. Good. Now play Psychedelic 
Horseshit's Magic Flowers Droned LOUD AS 
POSSIBLE and have a helluva good summer. 
Whaddayamen you're scared? Chrissakes you're 
young. You should be wrecking yourselves. You 
shouldn't be too polite. Magic Flowers Droned is 
manic-sonic-manna dropped in globulous 
gelatinous lumps straight from Planet Fucked-UP: 
blasted beats, dungeon-esque strumming and 
state-of-the-artless cardio-jacking noise crushed 
together into an anti-formula to secrete in a test- 
tube and into the mountains with your buddies and 
a teat-pipette for one long vacation from reality. 
Roughly 300 hits every song. Sometimes beautiful. 
Often hilarious. It's sincerely some of the most 
aggressively illogical pop music I've ever heard. So 
I need to know, hey Matt Horseshit (who together 
with Rich Horseshit and Bass Horseshit make up the 
Columbus Ohio three-piece) - how, when and on 
what prescription was Magic Flowers. . . created? 

"We recorded it mostly in the basement, but a 
few of the tracks way upstairs in the attic, all onto 
1/2 inch eight-track. Some acid was involved during 
the overdubs and mixdowns but not to the extent 
that you'd think. I like to take it when mixing. You 
can HEAR better. Mostly though, a lot of weed and 
whisky at night, cos that's magic-time." 

Do you listen still to Magic Flowers. . . or is that 
a done and dusted moment in time, a recollection 
of a lost weekend never to be revisited in fear of 
a contact-high? And howthehelldoyou play this 
deranged shit live? 

"I love that record. I made it very selfishly and 
didn't really realise it til later. It's amateurish, and we 



were a bunch of drunk idiots live at that time. We've 
recently just caught up with ourselves. I think we are 
pretty representative of the recordings without 
sounding anything like them. And that feels good. 
Maybe I should throw the record on now - side 

two... [music starts] Ughhh " 

Though frequently listening to Psychedelic 
Horseshit is like listening to no one else on earth 
I still detect influences I won't bore you by detailing 
- who would you consider your peers/sparks? 

"Nothing influences me; it's more like a game. 
If someone who is yr peer makes something really 
good then you have to make something better 
without copying. 
That's how art 
progresses. Popular 
music really sucks 
right now because 
everyone is trying to 
fit into proven 
molds. But all this 
filler will be washed away by history. These New 
Puritans are just another hair-do footnote! It's 
fucking sad that kids are actually partying their good 
years away listening to such shit, thinking its cool or 
subversive. They got 'em fooled." 

I listen to your music dosed-up on cheap bathtub 
amphetamine and considering the end of time as 
we know it. If prodded to picture other listeners, 
who the hell are they and what are they doing? 

"When I close my eyes, there's a lot of hot girls 
getting real freaky to our jams while everyone in 
the world is getting high in the background. But 
in reality it's probably fat guys watching wrestling, 
eating burgers. What a bummer." 



'Nothing 

influences 

me' 



Is everything that occurs on Magic Flowers. . . 
planned or was any demented detour acceptable? 

"We do everything very quickly. No more than 
two takes on anything. We aren't musicians so 
there's nothing to 'get right' except for the basic 
outline of the song and the lyrics. Overdubs are a 
free-for- all. That'swhat makes it exciting to listen 
to still. Accidents sometimes work to your 
advantage, and there's more than a few of 'em in 
there: the painstaking part of it was the mixing, 
because we had jammed so much bullshit onto the 
eight-track it took a while to find out what bits 
needed to be audible and which bits ghostly. " 

If the band was killed by a wave of weapons- 
grade airborne tuberculosis accidentally spilled from 
an Army truck in collision with the Wexner Centre, 
and at the pearly gates you were informed that the 
ghastly cliche of dead musicians 'jamming in 
heaven' isn't just real but mandatory, out of the 
following, who would you trade licks with: Otis 
Rush, James Brown, Bobby Darin or Thorn Yorke? 
(OK, he ain't dead yet but let's dream). 

" JB would be way too bossy. I'm the dictator 
asshole bully in my band -that's why we can't keep 
bass players. I'd probably chat up Thorn and Otis. 
Radiohead should become Psychedelic Horseshit's 
marketing team - that's all they are good at 
anymore. Before we die we're gonna get epic, 
poppier, cleaner, more pretentious, trippierand 
do more drugs and babes in the meantime. Lookout 
for a shitton of singles and EPs, though." 

Magic Flowers is out now, entirely legal, and 
waiting to be hoovered up. You heard the man. 
Keep'emjulienned. 

www.myspace.com/psychedelichorseshit 
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BIACI 




Released 29th Se r 

CD, double gatefpld vinyl 

Sign up at mercuryrev.com to receive the 

free companion album, Strange Attractor. 

Vinyl album includes Strange Attractor. 



Isobel Campbell & Mark Lanegan 
Sunday At Devil Dirt 
Out Now 



career-best performance 
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£, dEUS 
£$>, Vantage Point 
-<5^ut Now, j 

"Bia'luxurious and -smart" 



The Black Keys 

Attack & Release 

Out Now 

"Attack and Release isn't just the 

best Black Keys album thus far. 

It's the best authentic trad-rock 

album in years." 

Observer Music Monthly - ***** 
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CALEXICO 
CARRIED TO DUST 
Album out now 
Album Of The Month - 
September - Uncut 



LAMCHOP 

(OH) OHIO 

The new album 

Released 6th October 

CD, 2 x CD, LP & Download 




O' DEATH 

BROKEN HYMNS, LIMBS AND SKIN 

Album Released 22nd September 



LACKTHEREOF 
YOUR ANCHOR 
Album Out Now 
Lackthereof is Danny 
from Menomena 




PORTOBRIEN 

ALL WE COULD DO WAS SING 

Album Out Now 

"One of the most affecting 

albums this year" Artrocker 

"Excellent" The Times **** 

"Joyous" Independent **** 



HERMAN DUNE 

NEXT YEAR IN ZION 

Album released 29th September 
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the void 




Words: Stevie Chick, Frances 
Morgan, Lauren Strain and 
kicking_k 

Illustrations: Marcus Oakley 



Another month, another mission: our doughty singles 
operatives eat the wheat and laugh at chaff 




Heartbreak 

We're Back (Lex) 

Claiming to have invented a new venue 
called 'metalo' (metal/italo), this Anglo- 
Argentine would probably join us in 
opposing a state funeral forThatcher. 

Kick: Is it actually just electro..? 

Lauren: Don't like the way he's trying to 

sound frightening (as if you could be 

frightening in sequined flares). 

Stevie: It sounds very. . . European 

Frances:Australians? 

Kick: AM: says they're 'truly Biblical'. 

Did I read the wrong book? 

Frances: It's kinda. . . like being stuck in the 

desert for 40 days? 

Stevie: Sand, sand everywhere, but not a bit 

to drink... 

Lauren: Is 'Biblical' just shorthand for 'sounds 

big' these days? 

Frances: I think so. Or, 'have used epic too 

often in review, must use biblical'. 

Chrome Hoof 

Pronoid (Southern) 

First, we listened to the radio edit. Then, 
the remix. Then we journeyed back to your 
primitive time to write about them. 

Stevie: I want to love this. . . but. . . it feels like 
early Noughties post-punk-funk revival with 
an ace singer. Oh hang on - it's gone bonkers 
now. I do like groups who can use confusion 
as a valid device within pop music. . . 
Kick: With that many people in a band, 
you've got to make it fun for everyone. 
Frances: I love the idea of them, but I'm not 
sure all their songs are as good as they think. 
Lauren:They were great live, but I couldn't 
help thinking that, without the costumes, 
they wouldn't be so fun. 
Frances: The best bits are the riffy bits 
because they have the most conviction - 1 
think they like those bits the most, too. 
Stevie: [REEEMIX!] DrH//?onoises! 



Lauren: Chrome hoover. 

Frances: It's a good remix, it has a load more 

mentalism than the original. Properly nuts, 

as cosmic space funk metal should be - it 

really does lift off. 

Lauren: Oo did she just say 'neutron'? If so, 

she said it in an awesome way. 

Frances: And this bit sounds like 'Night Flight 

To Venus' by Boney M. Which is basically 

what Chrome Hoof as a concept is a homage 

to. But they won't admit it. 

Kick: I can see that this is sturdier for dance 

floor, but I miss their constant tangents. . . 

Stevie: SQUELCHY ACID BASS. ASS-BUBBLE 

SOUND (TM). 

Lauren: Ass-bubble!? 

Stevie: NEW LOW. 

Liz Green 

Midnight Blues (Humble Soul) 

Green's 'unique British take on the blues' 
(does that make it turquoise?) has been 
such a success she played the Mojo BBQ. 
Mo/olBBQI 

Lauren: She's from Manchester. Except, 
Manchester in 1918. 

Frances: She's a good guitarist, she's got a 
nice touch. 

Lauren: I used to really appreciate her vocals, 
but the fact they're so particular means she 
has fairly little scope in nuance, etc. . .all her 
songs sound like this (I do like them, tho'). 
Stevie: Her voice sounds like its coming from 
a scratchy old 78, which is a pointlessly 
pleasing skill maybe, but she's working to all 
of her charms here. 

Kick: Impersonation, not expression..? 
Lauren:The first time I heard this all I could 
picture was people who look like Greta 
Garbo in Anna Karenina in furs and smoking 
pipes, experiencing extreme heartbreak, 
alone in a big, grand, empty house. 
Frances:That's funny, because I had a picture 
of a Fifties blues/jazz club in a provincial 



town in England. Pre-sexual revolution. 
I mean that in a nice way. 
Lauren: Either way, a lot of smoke involved. 
Stevie: It seems such a depressing hobby. . . 
things weren't better in the old days. 
Frances: That's blues... 

Sisters Of Transistors 

The Don (This Is Music) 

All-female analogue synth band 

svengalified by ex-808 State Don Graham 

Massey. Meanwhile, the sisters hold 

weekly afternoon demonstrations in 

a local museum. 

Frances: What synths do they have? 

Kick: Transistor organs, and 'Italian models 

from early Seventies'. 

Stevie: Sounds like Tom Tom Club covering 

'Da Funk'. 

Lauren: I have decided on the word 'punchy' 

- but slow punches. Slow and rhythmical. 

Kick: If fighting sounded like this. . .well, 

I still wouldn't condone it, but. . .what could 

you say to Mozart Tyson? 

Stevie: I like the way the melody sounds like 

the blood circling the drain in Psycho. 

Lauren: If this was a tiny bit slower, I would 

be pretty creeped out. 

Kick:This is fun, but kitsch fun? 

Stevie: A septic strain of kitsch. 

Lauren: "A franchise for your mum "1 I'm so 

bad at deciphering... 

Frances: I like the vocals -they're in unison, 

quite English sounding, in that slightly arch 

way people sang in the early Eighties. They 

look cool too, I just looked them up. 

Stevie: I like 'em, weird and melancholy tinge 

of melodies especially. 

Methodist Centre 

When You Love Your Job, It's Only Half 
A Day (Invisible Spies) 

The press release boasts these civil 
servants/ queer activists have been 



attacked often. The drummer's just written 
a pornographic novel. 

Stevie: Gay oi? Oi la la? IT'S 'NEW ROSE' ! 
Kick: His voice is a weapon. 
Stevie: I QUITE LIKE THIS 
Kick: He offended his friend by saying he 
wanted to fuck his dad. That was a bit of a 
faux pas, to be fair... 

Stevie: I would take it as a compliment. Back 
to the Eighties poonk sound, amirite? "Does 
yr boyfriend know you 're here ?/Does yr 
girlfriend know you' re queer? " I think I love 
that, in a not entirely respectful manner. . . 
Frances: I like the idea of queer oi, sure, but 
I don't wanna listen to it really. 

Peggy Sue And The Pictures 

Spare Parts (Broken Sounds) 

Update update: pictures -not pirates. They 
said they wanted to intern in our luxurious 
office, but they have not so much as helped 
us fumigate the kitchen. 

Kick: Recorded very quiet 'cause it's shy. 

(Pause) Now: JAZZMO. 

Stevie: MORE OLDTIMEY SING SONGS. 

Kick: But - y'see, this sounds more 

interesting to me - like they've mixed and 

mismatched costumes or something. 

Stevie: You cannot hear what they're 

wearing, surely? 

Kick: I have i/e/ygood hearing. 

LauremTheir'ooohs' are like what you'd get 

in a Disney film to indicate waves. 

Kick: I just think they're having more fun with 

it.. .and compromising its formal 

integrity, which makes it OK for me. 

Frances: Plus it's a good song. 

Lauren: All pemickity and sketchy and tinkly. 

Kick: What could they have been instead of 

Pictures..? Paninis. 

Frances: Puffins. Ponies. 

Stevie: Pedals. Petals. 

Frances: God, we're twee. PESTILENCE. 

I liked that, but it was a bit nice... 
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A blank-voiced Eurolady talking 
about her week of pain 



Goldielocks 

Kids (Locked On) 

This 'grime-pop princess' has made beats 
and remixes forTinchy, Mutya and Envy. 
Will her own be too hot, cold, or just right? 

Stevie: I AM ALREADY LOVING THIS. 
Kick: She's not a grrreat rapper, but I like the 
(stupid) chorus. And the wubby bass. 
Frances: Her voice is complainy, not angry. 
Stevie: Not sure if the transition from rapping 
about her brother to rapping about britain 
following us into Iraq quite works, though. . . 
Frances: Didactic. And patronising. She sings 
nice, but there needs to be more fire. I can 
see David Cameron going for this, to show 
that he understands the youth or something. 
Kick: D-Cam and DaToriez. 
Lauren: I like the way she messes with 
stresses. "SinlStahhh " 
Stevie: But she's not coming from a 'fiery' 
angle is she? It's more a kind of 'level headed 
and sensible voice from the streets' . . .a tired 
sense of resignation? 
Frances: None of that would bother me if it 
had been really kick-ass musically, I guess. 
I'm not saying she needs a manifesto. It's just 
that those lyrics are so static. . . 

Jennifer Cardini And Shonky 

Tuesday Paranoia (Crosstown Rebels) 

The press release describes an 'emotive 
blend', which 'rouses the heart-strings'. 
Turns out this was a Trojan tactic. . 

Stevie: [First lyric] "FUCK MONDAY "Ms is 

a cheery tune. 

Lauren: It's like watching a heart graph thing 

get closer and closer to flatlining...very 

heartless. And that's the point. But still. . .all 

I see are empty whites of eyes. 

Frances: So we hear a blank-voiced Eurolady 

talking about her week of pain over tight 

minimal techno and swoops of cold strings. 

Stevie: Is this song about drugs? And the 

aftermath thereof? 



Kick:The lyrics will repeat in the same order 

because life keeps happening until you die. 

There is no chorus. 

Frances: I find this thoroughly life-affirming. 

Stevie: In a sort of at-least-glad-my-life-isn't- 

so-glumway? 

Frances: No, because I like depressing shit. 

And list songs. And really clean techno. 

Kick: Serious post-ecstasy. 

Pumajaw 

Jacky Daw (Fire) 

Pumajaw = Pinkie McClure and John 
'formerly-of-Loop' Wills. Psychedelicised 
folk with a threat of noise lurking below 
the handmade surface. 

Lauren: "Dear mummy, I'm a leaky roof 
needing mending ". 

Stevie: Liking this so far. Reminds me of when 
that post-punky stuff embraced world 
ideas'n'dub'n'stuff. 

Frances:Totally- and this fits in with C93 etc: 
post-punk/industrial folk. 
Kick: She did a grreat lioness snurfle there. 
Frances: It's refreshingly unselfconscious - 
she doesn't want to be some pretty maiden 
skipping through the flowers, she's more a 
shamaness or something. 
Kick: Really roving through styles and tactics. 
LauremThose flurries of drums are great - 
like a rash. 

Skepta 

Rolex Sweep (Boy Better Know) 

The self-proclaimed 'King Of Grime' gets in 
on Wiley's lucrative dance craze. 

Stevie: Like the squelchy acid bass, the 
seemingly off-kilter rhythmic sense. . . 
Frances: Can you do the dance Kick? 
Stevi e : "Fiddly Cent can 't dance like me, 
Michael Jackson can 't dance like me ". 
Kick: ANYONE can - you put yr arms out with 
each "glass of champagne", then fold them 
across yr chest. So non-macho. 



Stevie: I certainly hope Fiddy and Michael 
don't take him to court for suggesting they 
can't dance like him. Because I think they 
mightwin. 

Lauren: Imagine that court hearing ! 
Kick:This is OK, sure. But so far, only 'Wearin 
My Rolex' has really done it proper. 
Everything else sounds designed expressly 
for that financial niche, as it were. 
Lauren: But why would anyone wantlo&o 
the Rolex Sweep? He sounds so conceited 
about it. 

Bloc Party 

Mercury (Wichita) 

It's an ambush ! Kele and friends up drums, 
dump guitars, and pump all the colour out. 

LauremThey're trying to be. . .nu-nu-rave? 

This is bizarre. 

Stevie: I quite like it.That jagged loop of a 

vocal works really well. BRASS MUTANTE. 

Kick: Rest of the band must be outside, 

tapping on the studio window. " Kele, urn, 

you've locked us out. By accident. I think." 

Lauren: Everyone wants a piece of brass, 

these days. 

Kick:HYPERBRASS. 

Frances:This is a giant slab of a song (with 

insecure lyrics). I quite like it, too. 

Kick: I really never expected them to do 

anything interesting again. 

Lauren: Super-brave of them, considering 

theirfanbase; I applaud. 

Kick: Watch it sell no copies and their next 

release be an Xmas album. 

Tilly And The Wall 

Beat Control (Moshi Moshi) 

Brace yr indie heart: the Omaha fivesome 
have now bought a machine to relentlessly 
tap dance the beat for them. 

Lauren:THE NINETEEN NINETIES YEAAAAH! 
Frances: I hate it when indie bands do songs 
about beats and stuff. Sorry. 



Kick: I know what you mean buuut I like 
how.. .blindly oblivious the lyrics are. 
Stevie:The aural equivalent of a Scientology 
drone chatting nonsense at you. 
Kick: It's like they've giddily abandoned 
poise. "There is nothing stopping you! " 
Frances: It's so, so, so, so bad. . . 
Kick: "LETTHE BEAT CONTROL YOU." 
LauremThat was just... nothing happened 

Queen Of Swords 

New Knives (EyesOfSound) 

Synthy London supergroop featuring 
peeps from the ranks of Trencher, Drumize, 
Palehorse and so on. Split single with Leeds 
post-metallers Humanfly. 

Kick: Sounds like a canal. 

Frances:Whichone? 

Kick: Any which has seen heavy industry, 

butnogentrification. 

Lauren: Black water... 

Stevie: Steam rising off it. . . 

Frances: Dead people in it. 

Stevie: Like this, very spacey, like music 

played by aliens from a much more 

developed world. 

Lauren: Am impressed with the really deep, 

perpetual BUZZ. It is like watching some 

severed mammal just thrashing around, 

really, isn't it? 

Frances: I would love it if the French woman 

[Jennifer Cardini] was in it: "Monday, 

attacked by zombies. Tuesday, ate own foot 

to survive. . . Wednesday, set fire to canal. . . 

Lauren: LET IT DIE. [Silence] I enjoyed that. 



Singles Of The Month 

Frances: Jennifer Cardini And 
Shonky -Tuesday Paranoia 
Lauren: Liz Green - Midnight Blues 
Stevie: Goldielocks - Kids 
Kick: Bloc Party- Mercury 
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coming soon 

Words: Charlie Jones 

First notes: small places make big sounds. 
Coming Soon are a six-piece anti-folk band 
from a small town in the French Alps. They 
sound a lot like Ezra Pound and cold winters 
and hot summers and Bob Dylan cover art 
from the Sixties. "We grew up listening 
to birds, waves, trucks and garbage men, 
in a small town in between a lake and 
a mountain with a lot of graveyards. We all 
had very stimulating dreams," says de facto 
leader Howard Hughes. "But we left 'cause 
it's small and we get bored. Sex shops are 
too far out of town and you always meet 
some old friend who owes you money. You 
know the Lou Reed line, don't you? There's 
only one good thing about a small town: 
you know that you want to get out'. That's 
strong enough." 

The various members came together 
in early 2005, and while scratching and 
studying they visited New York (to party) 
and Berlin (to work with Kimya Dawson) 
and Paris (Stanley Brinks of Herman Dune). 
And then? Hustling labels, touring 
constantly, and sneaking their demos into 
copies of Les Inrockuptibles in order to 
"meet big producers and get instantly 
famous around the world". 

Two years later, Paris' Kitchen Music 
got in touch. The debut album is called 
New Grids, and the CD is decorated with 
a drawing of a compass. 

Second notes: love saves days. Within 
the band are lovers with clarinets, friends 
with cameras, and brothers with each other. 
One pair of brothers is Leo Bear Creek (who 
joined the band aged 13, playing drums 
and ukulele) and Ben Lupus (who draws 
dance steps and plays a banjo). When I ask 
Howie for a story about love, he tells me 
that both are somnambulists, and when 
sleeping together, Leo talks and Ben 
answers. This story breaks Howie's heart. 
"It is a collective in a way; a DIY thing where 
we try to trade roles and parts.. .like a hip- 
hop band, like a mafia -where nobody 
wants to be the accountant forever, even if 
it's safer, because individuality makes you 
get up in an angry mood every morning and 
the band makes life bearable. We have this 
anthill with five breeding queens." On the 
live experience: "We trade mics, we step on 
each other's feet and find all sorts of last 
minute stage ideas. Touring is a sheer 
beauty. There are at least two couples in the 
van and I spend my afternoons looking for 
post offices to write to my wife. Love plays 
a major part in this game." 

www.myspace.com/starsoon 




joker 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 



In early 2007, Bristol dubstep guru Pinch put out 
the 'Kapsize' EP by a 1 9 year-old unknown from 
Bristol called Joker. It's four tracks of strange, 
synthesised grime-slash-dubstep-tempo music that 
falls texturally somewhere between the former's 
aggressive melodies and the latter's rich spaces. 
And, between them, that all-too-neglected thing 
in urban music's microcosmic 'scenes': variation. 
There was meanness and there was prettiness. 
There were big stomping basslines held together 
with glimmering little splices. Most notably, 'Stuck 
In The System', its massive, melodramatic bass 
hook driving under epic string swoops, became 
something of an anthem at dubstep nights - even 
though tonally, the music also sounded a lot like an 
old console game. Indeed, the recent 'Top Of The 
Game' EP features 'Retro Racer', with a hook from 



'I don't make grime. 
I don't make dubstep' 



the Nintendo classic of the same name. 

As you may have heard, it also heralds the arrival 
of the almighty 'Gully Brook Lane'. Cleverly 
constructed with terse blares of synths arranged 
in unstable shapes, Plastician began belting it at 
grime and dubstep raves alike (being arguably the 
DJ who most equally straddles the two). The track 
became an instant classic and a calling card, placing 
Joker in the ranks of a new generation of grime 
producers whose names are made and traded via 
raucous melodies (others include Maniac, Rude Kid, 
and Bless Beats). 

It took over a year and a half to get 'Gully Brook 
Lane' out where people could actually buy the thing 
and take it home; the fact that one well-respected 
website claims it was two is an exaggeration 
explained by the degree of hype and anticipation. 



What is clear from Joker's output so far (as well 
as whispered previews) is that he's already going 
beyond the range of grime's newer generation. 
He knows it as well; when I ask him what he thinks 
about his peers, he says: "Would you really say 
I make grime, if you think about it?" And when 
I say it depends how you define it, and wonder 
aloud if he'd like to get away from that association: 
"I like grime, but if I was just a grime producer, do 
you think I'd get as far as I'm getting? I'm not saying 
I'm better than any of these guys but I don't see 
them getting so many remixes and stuff. I don't 
make grime. I don't make dubstep. It's just the 
Jokerthing." 

Another aspect that puts him at the top of the 
game is structure: you'd be pushed to find an eight- 
bar that stays simple enough to repeat itself. And 
somewhere within, there's often an unnamable 
wistfulness - itself laced with wit. Enjoying his music 
is like being a kid (knowing full well you're not a kid 
anymore); or like trying to fulfill your yearnings 
in cyberspace. You could call his music digi-soul, 
a label which is likely to fit even more with his next 
round of releases - creative retakes on Eighties 
disco/soul crossover. A predicator of this is the aptly 
named '80s', which you'll find on the flipside of 
Soul Motive's 'SnakeEater' EP. 

One suspects it's all this retrofuturist promise 
that's made Kode9 select Joker for Mary Anne 
Hobbs' Generation Bass. The idea of this 
programme is that her original Dubstep Warz 
lineup (which included Digital Mystikz, Loefah, 
Kode9, Distance, Skream, Youngsta and Hatcha) 
now choose an upcoming producer each to 
represent the next generation of innovators from a 
dubstep background. 

Giving his reasons for Joker to succeed him, 
Kode9 characterises the younger as "Wiley 
stuck in an elevator with Cameo". However we 
try to describe him, just look at the names he's 
already got backing him; there's a reason. Call 
it immediate impact. 

www.myspace.com/thejokerproductions 
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James Yorkston When The Haar Rolls In 



On the 1st of September JAMES YORKSTON returns with his 4th studio album. 
'WHEN THE HAAR ROLLS IN' proves, once again, why he is one of 
the most essential songwriters of our time. 

Returning with his trusty Athletes, alongside some legendary English folk names 
- Norma Waterson, Mike Waterson, Marry Gilhooly & Oily Knight - 
there is much to mine for Yorkston fans of old and new. 

All the ambition, beauty and pathos of his previous albums is sweeping through, 
with the soothing, lush arrangements of tympani, clarinets, violins, vibraphone, 
concertina, bull bass, prepared piano, mandolins, bouzoukis, banjos, boxes, 
crows and bowed wine glasses. 

AVAILABLE ON CD, 2x10" VINYL, DOWNLOAD 
& DELUXE LIMITED EDITION BOX SET 

The box set contains: 

• The album on 2 x 1 0" VINYL & CD plus TWO BONUS CDs: 

• CD One is a collection of covers of James Yorkston songs 
by artists such as King Creosote & Archie Bronson Outfit. 

• CD Two is a selection of James' favourite remixes, 
including the rare FourTet mix of The LangToun'. 

• An exclusive canvas bag & JY enamel badge. 

TO TOP IT ALL, ONE OF THE BOXES 

WILL CONTAIN A PRIZE TICKET 

The recipient of the ticket will have a special James Yorks 

song written for them. And if you are lucky enough to ha> 

James play your town, he will perform the song for you. 

All vinyl editions feature a bonus song: 'Sail On'. 
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grouper 

Words: Jessica Hopper 

Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 



Liz Harris is Grouper, a young solo artist from 
Portland, Oregon, with three previous collections 
to her name (plus one, Creepshow, made with 
Xiu Xiu's Jamie Stewart). Her new album, Dragging 
A Dead Deer Up A Hill sounds like it was recorded 
underwater, in the bathtub, or maybe some languid 
small sea somewhere. It is deep and soft and 
woooobley. She does it alone, in her home. 

Is music the first thing you think of when 
you wake up? 

"I wish I had that lifestyle. The first thing I think 
of lately when I get up is taking my dog out, 
whether or not she is getting any better and how 
I am getting to work, where I am instantly occupied 
non-stop until the evening. I plot all day about all 
sorts of creative schemes, and - if I'm lucky -when 
I get home I have enough energy to make dinner 
and change my clothes. " 

How did Grouper come to be? 

"Accidentally. I had a friend/roommate who 
had a label, and I made a tape of my keyboard 
improvisations. My partner gave the roommate the 
recordings to listen to - without my consent- and he 
asked to put it out." 

Is making music easy for you? 

"It's all different. The first album just. . .came out, 
not even trying to make an album. I now have to 
plan in advance when I am going to record, and 
whenever I plan anything in advance I tend to not 
want to do it anymore. Sucks the wind out. 

" I used to write very quickly. A tune or words 
would rush through my head, I'd sit down and 
figure it all out, record it that same hour, and that 
version would end up on the album it was meant 
for. I try to take more time with things now. 



I'm interested in what happens when you let 
something sit for a while and develop." 

What are your objectives with Grouper? 
Creatively, I mean, not like 'professional goals'. 

"I don't have clear objectives. To make the 
music I want to make that feels appropriate for 
what I associate with belonging to the band title..? 
I don't know how long that will keep going. 

"I don't like repeating things. I definitely use 
Grouper songs as a vessel for a certain type of 
energy, so I suppose it's a way of communicating 
something that needs to be. . . released. " 



'I don't lifcf people 
who talk about their 
bands alfthe time' 



Do you friends like your band? 

"To the friends I made before I made music, 
me as a musician sometimes figures largely in 
conversations, but often - and I prefer this - we 
don't talk about music at all. Certain old friends who 
knew me only as an art/fashion/club person were 
very surprised. I think only my mother and maybe 
one of my siblings know about all of the music 
things I do. The first time they heard that I was 
playing and writing songs I was also handing them 
an already-released CD. 

"I feel a little private about music. I don't like 
people who talk about their bands all the time. 



I don't want it to consume people's perception of 
me. I do like having it in my life, but what I love are 
the private parts, not having to repeat it, or think 
about if someone who listens to it likes it. . .I'm not 
always sure even I like the music I am making, how 
intense and self-centred it is to be a musician and 
write songs all about your innermostfeelings and 
then not just expose it to other people - but 
announce it to the world as something important. " 

What do you do for fun? 

" My partner would say that I don't make time 
for fun. I am embarrassingly attached to my dog 
who, like I say, is quite sick now, so that's depressing 
to think about. I take her to the bluffs overlooking 
Portland a lot, when she's well, that is. 

"I like going to the beach, when Igetto. I enjoy 
drinking Scotch. I have an obscene amount of fun 
with the developmentally disabled folks that I work 
with, though it wears me out too. I like going for 
walks. I like to draw, and to read." 

What's the biggest fire you have ever seen? 

" Here is a small story: I drove through a forest 
fire with my cousin and friend in the far North of 
Canada in the Yukon Territory. We had waited 
around for a day by the only road leading that far 
north - it was blocked due to the fire. Finally, a 
Ranger was coerced to escort the car through. 

" Halfway through, the fire changed direction, 
and leapt back over the highway - while we were 
driving on it. The car felt like the inside of an oven, 
even with all the windows rolled up. And though it 
seems ridiculous - and almost like a parody of what 
that moment could and should be in reality, we were 
loudly listening to Black Sabbath's 'Iron Man'. " 

www.myspace.com/grouperrepuorg 
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Gomez : Bring It On (10th Anniversary Edition) 




The Mercury Music Prize winning debut album 
from Gomez: BRING IT ON now available 
as a special two disc 1 0th Anniversary 
Collector's Edition. 



With a second disc inclu« 
one of which has never b 
and the other was voted .,..._ .__ __.. ..... . 

year by NME readers in 1 998. The other tracks 
on disc two are related B-Sides and rarities 



o BBC sessions, 

lilable before now 

radio session of the 



Catch them performing the Bring It On album 



28 August Sheffield - I 

29 August Ireland - 

30 August Scotland - Connect Festival 

31 August Newcastle - Academy 

2 Sept London - Forum 

3 Sept Birmingham - Academy 

4 Sept Manchester - Academy 



CONSTANTINES B 

KENSINGTON HEIGHTS B 

AVAILABLE SEPTEMBER 22 




ON TOUR 

PT 12 • DUBLIN, IRELAND • WHELANS 
• DORSET, UK • END OF THE ROAD FESTIVAL 
SEPT 16 • GLASGOW, UK • THE CAPTAIN'S REST 
SEPT 17 • LONDON, UK • BUSH HALL 
SEPT 18 • LONDON, UK • WILMINGTON ARMS 





BROKEN SOCIAL SCENE PRESENTS: 



W; 



mum 



SOMETHING FOR ALL OF US... 
AVAILABLE SEPTEMBER 8 

arts-crafts. ca/brendancanning • myspace.com/brendancanning 
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ALSO FROM THE 
BROKEN SOCIAL SCENE PRESENTS SERIES 

SPIRIT IF... BY KEVIN DREW 

arts-crafts. ca/kevindrew • myspace.com/kevindrewspiritif 




the void 



Words: Lauren Strain and kicking_k 

Relax. It's time for Plan B to push 
you back into the unknown 



Danger 

Synaesthetes living in Dover have reported that 
the colour of the noise in the skies above tektonic 
France has dimmed a little just recently. Perhaps it's 
just that they're becoming used to the unrelenting 
3D red/green lasers of Ed Banger et al; certainly, the 
advent of Danger's skywide melodic epics - more 
violets and blues; the lurching romance of a 
monstrous brute beauty should disrupt their 
sleeping patterns anew, coming soon. 
www.myspace.com/2emedanger 

Fan Death 

It takes two kinds of special someone to make a 
religious epiphany -".../ felt bound to raise my veil 
to wipe the sweat from your eyes/And when I pulled 
it back I knew the rumors were true/Burned into 
that sheet was the image of you. . . " ('Veronica's 
Veil') into a muggy disco number. Wholly for 
light-up dancefloors everywhere. 
www.myspace.com/fandeath 

Geneva Jacuzzi 

Take one cohort of Ariel Pink, until recently known 
as Bubonic Plague (catchy!) and add the following: 
kohl, Greek robes, glowing eyes, screwed vox, 
"They say love can play no part", syrupy synths, 
gentle drum-pad concussion, the mask of 
Agamemnon, a dance routine which involves the 
protruding tongue of the recently hung and echo, 
echo, echo. We're neatly summarising it as 
Ghostbusters //-at-the-Museum-core. 
www.myspace.com/zombieshark 

Rye Rye 

Another of MIA/Diplo's Bmore proteges 
advances throwing merciless moves. Her chirps 
bounce all over the low end, creating a kind of 
juvenilish intimacy. Most recently working with 
LDN's own bass-mangling drum-machinists 
The Count and Sinden, the rhythms are stacked 
yay high -you'd better be ready to hop, skip and 
jump if you wanna keep up. 
www.myspace.com/tharealryerye 



Golden Ghost 

Over malted, oak-roasted guitars come 
Laura Goetz'ssparrowhawk vocals. She's 
one half of Saint Eskimo, a project of 
(mutual) love made with Brendon Massei 
(Viking Moses); and he's in the background 
here, too. When their muted roars combine 
on 'The Woman Who Ate Small Metal', it's 
tidal; alone, her movements are an 
expulsion of reaches, stretches and wishes. 
www.myspace.com/heygoldenghost 




Hop, skip and jump if 
you wanna keep up 



Virgin Forest 

They're seemingly as elusive as their misty 
radio feedback, but this we know, at least: 
five souls, three MySpaces (for the purpose 
of streaming their whole record, which 
they'll also post to you, for free). 'Only 
Birds' is the sound of waking up anew after 
things fell apart. And nighttime. And 
kindling.www.myspace.com/ocelotpage 
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Sparky Deathca 

Crouching, he clicks glc 

his loop pedals, formin 

for his escapist lyrics. Favourites? "If the devil's 

in the details, then godliness floats in the 

vague/Though I can 't remember how I felt at 



The Spolkestra 

Yo for an 1 8-strong art-pop 
collective! Play-fighting for yr 
attention like Los Campesinos! 
scaled up and slowed down for 
epic demonstrations of dis/ 
affection. Multifarious cult stars 
including Jamie Stewart and 
Owen Pallett are already queuing 
to guest on the next record. 
www.myspace.com/ 
scotlandpagans 

Thunderclaps 

If you're calling a song 
'Judgement Day', a choir-dirge 
comes as standard. Thunderclaps 
throw in barking air-horns, beats 
that scatter into a skeletal gallop 
and - on the mic and furious 
about it -Ghetto, Shameless plus 
(and, please, relish this) Orifice 
Vulgatron. It's dark as hell, hot as 
night and coming toward you 
faster than you can run. 
www.myspace.com/ 
thunderclapsmusic 




with you/And you picked your favourite saint 
and bought an ashtray in her name/From the 
giftshop by the lake that bled blue rivers full 
of rain", www.myspace.com/sparkydeathcap 



Seabear 

While more or less everything makes 
us want to move to Iceland, nothing 
manages this more so than the arcs 
and curls of Seabear's open hearth folk 
songs. Search the internet's video caches 
for clips of them gathered up in comfort 
clothes, directing scratches of strummed 
acoustics and snatches of fiddle towards 
their loved ones. 
www.myspace.com/seabear 



The Vivian Girls 

Guitars say clang, drums answer 
splash and the girls - like the 
bone-tired and self-aware heroines of a 
Fitzgerald novel on a sharp but graceful 
downward spiral - let their voices 
span the space behind like trailing blue- 
black flags. Songs like 'Never See Me 
Again' and 'Wild Eyes' sound like the 
unrepentant last goodbyes of runaways who 
blur into the dark outside, accelerating. 
www.myspace.com/viviangirlsnyc 

worriedaboutsatan 

To see this duo perform proves them a band apart. 
Transparent, acrylic atmospheres hum; then, there 
are collisions down vacant corridors, and the echoes 
scuttle towards you as you stand, lost, miles away. 
Soon to soundtrack your private missions. 
www.myspace.com/worriedaboutsatan 
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The Pack AD 

Funeral Mixtape 



CD/LP out now 




ww w. thepackaf tei 
www.mintrec 
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WHO KILLED AMANDA PALMER 

THE DEBUT ALBUM FROM AMANDA PALMER OF CRITICALLY-ACCLAIMED THE DRESDEN DOLLS 

IN STORES NOW 

"PIANO-LED TORCHY TEARJERKERS WITH A POST-PUNKY FEISTINESS" 4/5 - BIG CHEESE 



ON TOUR 

27th Sep - Dublin Aca 
28th Sep - Belfast Aur 
30th Sep - Edinburgh 

2nd Oct -Glasgow Kir 



3rd Oct - Birmingham Space 2 8th Oct - Sheffield Academy 2 

; Porterhouse 4th Oct - Briahton Concorde 2 10th Oct - London Koko 



erhouse 4th Oct - Brighton Concordi 



WWW.ROADRUNNERRECORDS.CO.UKIWWW.MYSPACE.COM/WHOKILLEDAMANDAPALMER 



PRE-ORDER FROM QpiWcEHi 



FUJIYA&-MIYAGI 
LlOitBULBS 
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debut album || Y$ |ERlCI out September 22ndl 

Ion lout rn taptambar - ua HiHngt for da tail 
I prtHvdw tfw album It«h heukfftC0fdi.com www.myiflac*,eam/i«leteimaiil I 



- ■ ■ - NEW ALBUM 

OUT NOW 

CD • SPECIAL EDITION CD • LP • DOWNLOAD 

MATURES THE SINGLE KNICKERBOCKER 
OUT NOW ON LTD. 7" & DOWNLOAD 



• SEPTEMBER • 
18TH GALWAY, ROISIN DUBH 
19TH CORK, CYPRUS AVENUE 
20TH DUBLIN, SPIEQELTENT 
21ST BELFAST, STIFF KITTEN 
24TH LONDON, BUSH MALL 



25TI-I MANCHESTER, 
THE DEAF INSTITUTE 
27TH GLASGOW, STEREO 

• DECEMBER • 
3RD BRIGHTON, PAVILION THEATRE 



OUT NOW - 'Not Doing It For The Quids'- a cheaply-priced, Full Time Hobby compilation 

Web: www.fulltimehobby.co.uk / www.myspace.com/fulltimehobby / Email:info@fulltimehobby.co.uk / Store: www.resonancestore.com/fth 
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music that time forgot: the gits 

Words: Em Ledger 
Photography: Charles Peterson 



Back in 2000, 1 picked up a copy of The Distillers' 
self-titled debut. They instantly became my new 
favourite band. I took on the 'Brody' look, 
bleached their lyrics into cheap vests and, as you 
do as a teenager when you find a band that 
totally changes your life, I was soon on a quest 
to discover similar artists through soundalikes 
and interview references; some hits (X!), some 
misses; my copy of Discharge's Never Again went 
straight back onto eBay. 

The first time I heard The Gits, I felt that same 
teenage excitement- but this only happened this 
year. Why? 

The Gits relocated to Seattle, Washington 
from Ohio in 1 989, hopeful of success in the 
scene at the time; but with their amalgamated 
brand of hardcore, punk, grunge and riot grrrl it 
seems they couldn't comfortably fit. Instead of 
being celebrated for ticking all the boxes, they 
were back-seated to local shows - at least until 
Frenchi ng The Bully In 1 992. 

It was the record which announced their 
arrival beyond the niche they'd inherited. 
Despite following footsteps, and using staple 
ingredients, they somehow managed to sound 
as if they hadn't listened to the other LA punk, 
d-beat, or crust bands. Frontwoman Mia Zapata 
crossed the poetic, confessional style of Ani 
DiFranco with the raspy yet dulcet tones of Exene 
Cervenka, and this personal/political ethos led to 
The Gits enjoying a growing popularity through 
raw and honest purging of experiences such as 
frustration, entrapment and despair, often with 
an overtly feminist undertone. 



Musically, it's clear to hear how seminal the 
record was. I've since found myself humming 
along to songs by Katastrophy Wife, Lunachicks, 
Nashville Pussy, Tilt, The Distillers (of course) and 
even Witchhunt. They fit almost perfectly. 

In the opening song 'Absynthe' they delve 
into a Latino-style guitar pluck solo, and then a 
prolonged bass solo, all to a frenetic drum beat. 
It's an almost arrogant way to start your debut 
album but, for me, it only shows the real respect 
they always had for each other, eager not to be 
trapped in 'female-vocalist-as-genre'. 

For all that, undoubtedly the most celebrated 
aspect of this band is Zapata; her character, her 
charisma and most definably her powerful, 
beautiful, frightening voice. Soon she was famed 



An honest purging 
of frustration, 
entrapment and 
despair 



for taking the time to talk to fans at gigs, 
breaking down the artist/audience border 
as directly as her lyrics. She could be best 
friend, sister and the school bully you secretly 
have a crush on all at the same time. She 
was empowering. But vulnerable. In 'Spear And 
Magic Helmet' she roars with pain: "Then you 
raped her, you left her in the alleyway /I know 
I have to see you. . . I'm coming after you. " 

Production had begun on their second album, 
Enter: The Conquering Chicken with a number of 
major labels lined up to put it out. Unfortunately, 
this is where the story suddenly comes to an end. 
In 1 993, Mia was herself brutally raped and 
murdered when walking home from a friend's 
one night. 



And so, instead of an album launch, there 
were benefit shows (featuring both Nirvana and 
Pearl Jam) to raise money for legal fees and 
detectives in the hunt for her killer. A high-profile 
feminist attacked so close to her home 
guaranteed the media squeezed all the twisted 
newsworthiness out of such a hugely ironic 
event. Meanwhile, 7 Year Bitch's Valerie Agnew 
set up a self-defence charity, Home Alive. 
Joan Jett recorded a tribute song with Kathleen 
Hanna, and brought life to the posthumous 
album by performing live with the remaining 
members of the band (as Evil Stig - 'Gits Live', 
backwards). All this and more should be explored 
in Kerri 0' Kane's The Gits Movie, out later 
this year. 

Meanwhile, the rest of the band pulled 
together to complete what would become 
Enter: The Conquering Chicken, in an effort to 
bring attention back to what was most important 
- the creativity and passion of Zapata - rather 
than the graphic details of her death. On first 
listen, her timing is off, and you wonder if it's due 
to the reconstructive process, before realising 
Zapata is simply to-ing and fro-ing with our 
expectations, f lirtily trying to disrupt the order 
of her band, them replying by speeding up and 
hertrailing behind. 

Elsewhere, 'Italian Song' and 'Drinking Song' 
reek of studio in-jokes, whereas 'Change Is 
Gonna Come' and 'Social Love 1 ' are as tender as 
Zapata's guttural tones will go. It ends on a high, 
with 'Sign Of The Crab', which revisits the band's 
earlier style -speeding by and abruptly ending. 
For a momentyou're lost and vulnerable: the 
reality of this really, truly being the end. 
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The cultural arts magazine 

Aesthetica explores the best in arts and culture and publishes 
interviews, news and reviews of literature, visual art, 
photography, music, film and theatre. 

Let us stir your imagination 

We explore the varied nature of the arts and recognise the 
combination of different art forms into one cultural whole. 
Read features on the industry's movers and shakers. 

20% off Subscriptions 

Aesthetica is a bi-monthly publication. Try a one-year 
subscription and save 20% on the cover price. Subscribe for 
£18.70 plus £6 P&P. 

To access this discount call us on 01 904 527 560 or visit our 
shop at www.aestheticamagazine.com. 

Aesthetica is available from select WH Smith & Borders stores 
priced at £3.90 per issue. 



Subscribe and save 20% off the cover price, www.aestheticamagazine.com 
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spirit of eden 

Words: Jesse DarlirT 
Illustration: Emily Twomey 

Radical theatre meets primal 
ritual in the fantastical 
story-songs of Faun Fables 

" How does one go up to a microphone and not 
act as some sort of prophet? " asks Dawn McCarthy 
-songteller, storymaker, physical performer, and 
founding member of theatre-folk phenomenon 
Faun Fables. Rhetorically, of course. 

Rhetoric is something one associates with Faun 
Fables - specifically, McCarthy's practice of 
"songtelling". A prehistoric rhetoric, singing from 
the bones: dancing the story, telling the song; the 
bones beating the heartfalls, the feet keeping the 
rhythm, the voices rising, falling, singing the old 
ways. Invocations, an incantation -a prayer, a 
chant, a mantra, a shanty. McCarthy trained in 
theatre, including the experimental physical theatre 
method of Polish avant-gardist Wtodzimierz 
Staniewski, whose company Gardzienice produce 
works that have been described as 'ethno-oratorio' 
and 'allegorical song theatre'. 

Music is always the source in the work of 
Gardzienice: in Staniewski's words, music is "a key 
which opens heart and soul." The training - I've 
been there too - is a whole heap of intense, listening 
to the hot beat of the hot heart and the whisper of 
muscle and skin; the music within us and all around 
us. It's a hundred miles away from the received pop 
paradigm of performer-as-pariah, a jacked-up 
meta-self on a podium of angst and swagger behind 
a thick fourth wall of the white noise and sloppy 
data of a hundred unfulfilled longings. It's music 
that will never belong to us, a million miles from 
where music began, with the oral tradition. 

"In the early days of Faun Fables, we [Dawn 
and collaborator Nils Frykdahl] practised more 
performance that didn't include the fourth wall: 
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the challenge of opening that kind of space 
anywhere, with various unlikely people in the 
audience, getting them to listen and engage. 
Bookstores, sports bars, college dorm living 
rooms, the porch of a foster care farm, small 
rural high schools, a mental hospital. ..part of 
that came from being grass roots and unknown. 
With more success came more formal stages with 
nice things like sound systems and meal buyouts. 
I think formal stages encourage the fourth wall 
more. Unfortunately, the broader population 
doesn't have access to the more obscure, smaller 
channels or doesn't seek them out. You have to 
reach them through the big channels, if you can 
get the booking." 

Ayearago, Faun Fables appeared on prime-time 
TV in Israel. "The next day at the public market, 



'As I got more excited about 
stories, and things ancient, 
pastoral, 'faun' became a 
word I enjoyed more literally' 



vendors began calling outto us and telling their 
friends across the street that we were on TV and 
yelling the lyrics to the song we sang. Nowadays, 
I waver between approaching the show in ways 
that spatially cut through the fourth wall and the 
dichotomy of performer versus audience - doing 
things in the crowd, starting with processions, 
getting audience participation - or magnifying 
that dynamic more; taking on the audience like 
intruders or protesters or judges. Like there's 
something I have to prove, work I have to do 
cutting into them with my song." 

I ask Dawn about 'Dawn the Faun' - a meta- 
version of herself, the storyteller, the soothsayer. 

"It's a nickname my older brother gave me when 
I was a little kid. It stayed with me. And as I got more 
excited about stories, and things ancient, pastoral, 



'faun' became a word I enjoyed more literally. 
I think I go after theatrical and fantastical elements 
because they make sense to me, they seem like a 
logistical step to approaching the subject matter 
and work as singer and performer. " 

Is the Faun a conscious rejection of the received 
pop paradigm as described earlier? 

"I don't know if it's a conscious rejection; I'm just 
aware that it kinda bores me, so I don't spend much 
time with it. But it's fun as a caricature of itself - in 
the way that any study of human patterns or 
traditions says so much about who we are as a 
species at any point in time. " 

Patterns and tradition form a rich basis for the 
current work of Faun Fables. The video for 'With 
Words And Cake' is a animated vignette set in the 
kitchen at the end of the mythical pan-European 
universe in which McCarthy dances 
barefoot in a snowfall of flour dust, 
beating eggs in rhythm and orating 
a rite-of-passage welcome song. 
" Sometimes I take lyrics from 
journals: very personal rambling. 
And then, like this subject of kitchen 
and housekeeping I've been working 
on, the inspiration has come from 
looking at a very broad theme. 
Something so universal and old that it's almost easy 
to miss it. But in order for it to spark my interest, it 
still had to resound in me first." 

Dawn has cited [Gardzienice-trained singer and 
theatremaker] Lole Montoya, Mariana Sadowska, 
and Roky Eriksson as influences. Sure, I say, 
Montoya and Sadowska. But Roky Eriksson? 
" I just enjoy any singer that soars. I gather 
different kinds of inspiration from all kinds of 
singers. Sometimes because they are so breezy in 
their delivery and keep their faces open as if smiling. 
Sometimes they evoke an androgyny or agelessness 
or a creaturely quality. Sometimes it's because they 
embody such agitation that their voice cuts right 
into you. But recently I've been checking Roky out 
more. Never was there such a noble, earnest- 
sounding Satanist." 
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DAMIEN JURADO CAUGHT IN THE TREES cd/lp out oct. 27 

DAVID VANDERVELDE WAITING FOR THE SUNRISE cd/lp out sept. 22 

DODIES OF WATER A CERTAIN FEELING cd/lp 

THE WAR ON DRUGS MGONWHEEL RLUES cd/lp 

iECRETUTCAMADIAn 

1499 WEST 2ND STREET, BLOOMINGTON, INDIANA 47403 USA WWW.SECRETLYCANADIAN.COM 
DISTRIBUTED IN THE UK DY PIAS UK AND IN THE US DY SC DISTRIBUTION/ADA 




DOMINO CRYSTAL ANNIVERSARY 

PLUS! 



LIQUID LIQUID + 

JUNIOR BOYS 
+OPTIMODJS 

The famed New York funk/punk band 
Liquid Liquid shaped their own musical 
space in Manhattan during the 80s, 
through echoing vocals and tribal beats. 
Here they reform for the club event 
of the year. Support from Canada's 
Indietronica duo Junior Boys. 

OPTIMO DJS 






JUAN A MOLINA 

+MAX TUNDRA 



TRICKY+ 

WILDBEASTS+ 
SKREAM 







Tickets from £15 

www.barbican.org.uk/domino 
Or call 0845 120 7541 




DOMINO 
CRYSTAL 

ANNIVERSARY 




Alio previous release* from the Hvt Poppies and other Purr 
Record release! available via www.pnrr^ore.uk 

FORTHCOMING PURR LIVE SHOWS 

Purr @ Moles & The Purler, 14 George Street, Belli, BA1 2EI1: 
26th August (Porter): Bee 4 Beth + Spencer McGarry Season 
4th Sept {Holes): Fight Like Apes + Untitled Musical Project 

+ The Hysterical Injury 

2nd Oct (Holes): Cats In Paris + Silvery + Munch Munch 
10th Oct (Moles): Glam Chops + Ape Drape Escape + Ulysses 
30th Oct {Moles): The Kabeedies + more tbc 

www. purr, crg.uk 
www, myspace. com/piirrli ve 
mfiu 



www.mysFKice.coi 
www.moles.co.uk 



i/punrnorrjs 
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GIRLS 
GET 



Words: Petra Davis 

Illustration: Linda Coulter 

Ladyfest posters/flyers: Charlotte Procter 



BUSY 

Founded in 2000 in Olympia # Ladyfest has since grown into 
an international network of festivals offering spaces for women 
to share, create and unite. Plan B celebrates Ladyfest's 
achievements, and finds a movement as keen as ever to attack 
hegemony and question hierarchy- even when that means 
looking in # not out 



Writing any kind of historiography has a 
homogenising effect. Deviation in flow becomes 
invisible, all compasses point north; disparate voices 
move from clamour to unison. Hierarchies impose 
themselves ruthlessly over time: certain viewpoints 
are foregrounded and made representative, others 
lost. A flattening takes place, a loss of contour. 

Ladyfest is the product of the work, thought, 
activism, communication, resistance and 
organisation of thousands of women (and many 
men and transpeople) over the last eight years. 
Its lineage stretches back through riot grrrl into 
queercore, punk, gay liberation, second-wave 
feminism, and the birth of identity politics. Its 
impact extends out into academic discourse, 
popular artefact, cultural history, political activism, 
applied philosophy and ethics. Ladyfest covers a 
stunningly diverse range of expression from graffiti, 
zines, parenting, DJing, cooking, cross-stitch, comic 
art, fiction, journaling, self-defence, filmmaking, 
design and promotion, to the more traditional 
performative norm of getting up on stage and 
making a racket (or a drone), but a list of attributes 
cannot convey its real impact. It's tempting to put 
together an anecdotal history, a selection of 
subjectivities, some indication of the force Ladyfests 
have been in the lives of the people who organise, 
perform and participate in them. 

"I caughtthe tampon L7 threw at Reading," 
deadpans Mira Manga, once a leading light of 
Teen-C with her band Disco Pistol, now ebullient 
frontwoman of all-grrrl pop warriors the Duloks, 
and veteran of a multitude of Ladyfest appearances. 
"I held it aloft and behold: I harnessed the power 
of ROCK." 




OK. You're right. It's not gonna work. 

"Sorry," she sympathises. "I'm not really a riot 
grrrl anyway. I'm more of a libertarian." 

As Ms Manga implies, Ladyfest's immediate 
roots lie in the riot grrrl movement of the early 
Nineties. Originating in the Portland/Olympia nexus 
and Washington DC, mirrored in the UK, riot grrrl 
first pitched itself against the sexism of the hardcore 
scene and the exclusion of women from DIY culture, 
using the insurrectionary language and anarcho- 
punk methodology of the queercore uprising that 
had preceded it by half a decade. Bratmobile, 
Heavens To Betsy, Bikini Kill, Huggy Bear, Voodoo 
Queens, Pussycat Trash - inherent in these names 
is the claim laid to their stage. The movement's 
broader sense of complaint, however, better 
expressed in the incredible variety of self-published 
writing that marked its early years, struck at the 
heart of the failings of second-wave feminism - the 
increasing alienation young women felt from both 
capital politics and academia, where second-wave 
feminism had pitched its struggles; instead riot grrrl 
writing focused on popular culture and daily 
experience, on the quotidian jigsaw of the picture of 
oppression. It was to seek, and in Ladyfest it found, 
a language and methodology of its own, a practical 
means of empowering and involving women in the 
production of their own popular culture; one that 
has of late come to stand not only for feminism in 
music in the popular imagination, but also as a 
model of DIY self-organisation transportable across 
geographical and philosophical boundaries. The 
Ladyfest strain is viral: since 2000, more than 50 
Ladyfests have been held all over the US, the UK, 
and in Australia, Canada, Scandinavia and Europe; 



countries as far afield as Singapore have adopted 
the model and made it their own. Each Ladyfest is 
autonomous, marshalling the resources of a local 
community with one goal: empowering women. 

The first Ladyfest was held in Olympia in August 
2000. Among its instigators were Allison Wolfe and 
Molly Neuman of Bratmobile, Tobi Vail of Bikini Kill, 
Sarah Dougher and Corin Tucker of Cadallaca, 
Cat Power and NekoCase. "Ithinkitwasagreat 
politicised event put on by many strong talented 
women," says Allison Wolfe. "We had access to 
a lot of resources and talent at the time. " Can she 
see the impact Ladyfest has had? "Oh, totally. 
I think it can stand as an alternative to the standard 
model of music events, and hopefully it has 
influenced promoters, clubs, participants and 
artists to see how it can be done differently. 
It's one of many forms of feminist activity, and 
I believe it's truly important for the psychic and 
creative survival of women. " 

"I was in a band called the Riff Randells at the 
time - we had a boy singer, so we weren't allowed 
to play the festival, " recalls Mar Sellars of the 
Duloks. "The Gossip hosted a pre-festival house 
show and we played there instead, with Gene 
Defcon, the Gossip, ...Trail Of Dead, and the 
Frumpies...the craziest show I've ever played." 

The inaugural Ladyfest would maintain an 
avowedly grrrl-positive stance and a focus on 
empowering women in music (in the wake of the 
Woodstock rapes the year before, the sexualpolitik 
of the music industry was once again the subject 
of fervent debate). What riot grrrl conventions, 
Queeruption and the Grrrlstyle Revolution had 
instigated, Ladyfest inherited, though debates 



about separatism and incest survival had been 
replaced with workshops on Making It In The Music 
Business and panels on sex work. The micropolitical 
pragmatism and sex-positivism of third-wave 
feminism had clearly had an impact, and the 
ideologies of Ladyfest were a development on 
prior models. Trans inclusion -the notion that 'lady' 
as a category also includes female-identified gender 
variant people -was a development that made itself 
felt immediately; Freddie Fagula, transgendered 
partner of Beth Ditto, gave a talk on body fascism 
to enormous acclaim. 

"Ladyfest, I think, has always come from not just 
a feminist perspective but a queer one too," argues 
Ros Murray of Electrelane and Lesbo Pig. "It's really 
important. Ithinkthatwhenyou putfeminismand 
DIY politics together, it's just natural that queer 
politics should be involved. Personally, I don't 
separate feminist politics from queer politics 
because I see feminism as fighting clear gender 
boundaries, which is a very queer idea. " 

By no means does Ladyfest's internal dialogue 
always reach clear resolution. For Anat Ben-David of 
Chicks On Speed, who has performed at Ladyfests 
as a solo artist, one issue with Ladyfest is a lack of 
ambition. The not-for-profit, anarcho-feminist roots 
of Ladyfest can leave some women wondering why 
they're being asked to play another free show. 
"There's this thing of wanting artists to play for free, 
just because it's for women. Come on -this is our 
job! Ladyfest, more than any other festival, should 
be making sure women artists are getting paid. 
Clearly women's liberation hasn't gone so far as 
to affect how women in the art world and music 
business treat themselves and each other," she 
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argues. "I respect the organisers, but it needs to go 
further and happen big time. Get some support, 
and pay all the artists, not just the headliners." 

Though playing a Ladyfest many not now be 
a commercially astute decision in the way it was for 
the Gossip in 2000 (the band was booked for a UK 
Ladyfest tour the following year, breaking them in 
to the British market), there remains a certain 
transformative power that immersion in subversive, 
often directly transgressive, action and culture can 
bring about. "Oneofthethingsthatformeis 
important is that it supports the local scene, and 
stays true to the DIY roots of Ladyfest. It's not 
about shipping over a bunch of riot grrrl bands from 
Olympia," says Ros Murray. "It's about encouraging 
new local bands and giving people an opportunity 
to play they might not normally get in the male 
dominated music scene, it feels really great to be 
part of a process that aims to inspire other people to 
be creative, rather than to just sit back and watch. " 

" If Ladyfest has one concept, it's that of 
providing an 'in' for females in an industry that's so 
male the smell of testosterone is tangible," agrees 
Mira Manga. "Don'tforget, in the Nineties women 
were facing the new laddism, the Blur Vs Oasis 
pissing contest. That hasn't really gone away." 

"So many Ladyfests have spawned networks 
that continue on with exciting feminist activities, like 
the First Ladies DJ Collective and the District Of 
Ladies visual arts collective that formed out of the 
Washington DC Ladyfest," points out Allison Wolfe. 
"I believe the antiwar activist group PinkBloque 
formed from connections made at Ladyfest 
Chicago. Unskinny Bop came out of Ladyfest 
London. It's amazing -these communities are left 
with a bigger set of possibilities after Ladyfest. " 

For Kieron Gillen, writer of the Phonogram series 
of graphic novels, the proper term for such a literal 
empowerment is 'magic'. The first Phonogram is set 
at a Ladyfest, and documents, to some extent, both 
Gillen's own doubts about the event, and their 
eventual resolution. "The idea of magic in 
Phonogram is always about the metaphoric effect 
of music on people," he explains. "At Ladyfest 
Bristol, I realised that so much of my life I've been 
inspired by the music the festival celebrated... but 
it hadn't affected my behaviour one fucking jot. 
I really beat myself up over it, which I channelled into 
the book by having the lead character beaten up by 
a goddess. The experience did alter my behaviour - 
I think I was a better person walking out of the 
venue than when I walked in, and if that isn't magic, 
Idunnowhatis." 



grrrls abroad 

Words: Jesse Darlin 



How Ladyfest took root in Europe 



I met Manuela at the first Ladyfest in Amsterdam, 
in 2002, at a 'zine-making workshop. She was 
a passionate, hard-drinkin', hippie-punk-rocker- 
powerhouse with a great big smile. I was bummed 
because they hadn't asked my band to play, and 
I was railing on about separatism and the outdated 
first wave, and getting into arguments with 
everybody about what is and isn't feminist in this 
day and age. I wasn't the only one. Ladyfest 2002 
had been put together by the Dutch riot grrrl old 
guard and a couple of radical-cheerleading second- 
wavers who were passionately against female 
sexism, and all about the boys, who are all right 
really, once you get to know them. It was a funny, 
frustrating ideological mix, but this was Amsterdam 
in 2002: stuck between late Eighties hard-line and 
the pink-bloc flufftavism of the late Nineties. It was 



Italy, Croatia, Holland, France and Belgium." I asked 
her to describe the differences. 

"Ladyfest has left its legacy behind in each 
city it's been in and kick-started a lot of local 
feminist activities. It's very difficult to talk about 
the phenomenon as a whole: as in every part of 
the world the situation for women is strikingly 
different, and organisers come from very different 
backgrounds. In UK and Germany the focus is on 
gender and transgender issues. In Italy and Poland 
they focus on basic women's rights (abortion, just to 
mention one) and getting girls onstage to start with. 
Italy and Croatia were very nostalgic of first wave 
riot grrrl . France was crazy and artistic - those 
people know how to party. In Holland they want to 
integrate more non-white women, so this year they 
have a complete urban stage with rappers and 
spoken word artists. Ladyfest molds and adapts 
to local situations more and more with time. 
It's important to understand that. " 

And how should Ladyfest remain political and 
stay inclusive? 

"By reinventing itself at every edition. It also 
should not be something that the organisers dictate 
to the community: when I see a Ladyfest manifesto 
going into a long-winded discussion, I always think, 



'The culture in Napoli is conservative and very 
macho. We had to show there is an alternative' 



before the advent of Queer 1 : nobody even had 
a copy of Days Of War, Nights Of Love 2 . 

Ladyfest has always been closely linked with the 
changing [punk] subculture, a beast whose organic 
mutations/deformations differ wildly from place to 
place as though sickened by the local water. It's a 
spatial and a socio-economic phenomenon, too: 
Manuela and Valeria (www.myspace.com/ 
ladyradionapoli) got together to put on Ladyfest 
Napoli in 2004 (" It turned out our mothers knew 
each other from old Seventies feminist groups 
from before we were born. We felt it just had to 
happen"). Napoli, explains Manuela, "is a city in 
the south known for poverty and socio-economical 
problems. The culture remains conservative, right- 
wing, and very macho. Women there either want 
to be mothers or want to strut around like airheads. 
We had to show that there is an alternative. " 

Manuela is a veteran of Ladyfest in Europe pretty 
much since its inception, and has attended "about 
1 5 Ladyfests in the last 7 years: in UK, Germany, 



'What about all those that don't exactly feel that 
way but still have a place in all this?' Organisers 
should make it a point of looking out beyond their 
community: to include writers and thinkers of all 
levels, corporate women, teenagers, mothers, and 
non-women whose work has something to say. " 

Ladyfest comes to Amsterdam on September 5- 
7, and then to Pavia in Italy on September 1 2 and 
13. Ladyfests follow in Zagreb (Oct 12-14), Toulouse 
(Oct 27-Nov 1 ), and Cologne (Nov 2 1 -23). 

[1] Ladyfest Amsterdam 2003 coincided with the runoff from 
Queeruption Berlin. A bunch of kids rolled into town and 
opened up a queer squat in the red light district, tearing a 
new lubed arsehole in the personal-politics of the whole 
scene. That year, Ladyfest featured workshops in drag king 
protocol and a historic tour of Amsterdam's gay underground. 
[2] Poetic polemic published by art-anarchist collective 
Crimethlnc, extolling the renouncement of material goods. 
Handy reference for those of the kids with some material 
goods to renounce. Occasionally baffling for those without. 
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the problem with ladyf est 

Words: Beth Capper 



Does Ladyfest need to evolve 
to survive? 



Back in 2005, 1 wrote an article for Plan B about 
Ladyfest Brighton, which I was involved with at the 
time. "Ladyfest Brighton is about fostering 
inclusiveness," I wrote, and at the time, I believed it. 
Anarcho feminists, butch dykes and Vice hipsters all 
hung tight. People came from all over Europe to 
attend. It felt like a revolution was taking place. 
The following year I moved to Chicago, and 
finding there had been no Ladyfest in the city since 
Ladyfest Midwest in 2001, 1 set the ball rolling. 
I envisaged recreating the experiences I'd had with 
Ladyfest Brighton, but with a bigger tapestry. What 
I hadn't envisaged was that the bigger the city, the 
greater the diversity. I wrote in our manifesto: 
"Ladyfest Chicago will inspire a diverse community 
to come together in celebration of talent on local, 
national, and international levels", and again, 
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at your festival isn't always the same artists and 
musicians is hard with volunteer resources. There 
are always too many jobs -writing pressreleases, 
making posters, mediating group conflict, 
organising bands to play, films to screen, an art 
exhibition, workshops, accommodation, catering - 
and too few to do them. In that situation, it's easy 
to discount opinions contrary to your own. 

Over the year it took to organise Ladyfest 
Chicago, I thought a lot about why I was doing it. 
Ladyfest has always excited a degree of antagonism, 
but the lack of enthusiasm around me was more 
than average. It wasn't just those who didn't fit in 
with our group. Only a month ago, I heard about 
a Fuck Ladyfest party on the Saturday night of our 
fest, set up by a girl in a band I wanted to have play 
the festival. Other female artists I knew were 
hesitant to be involved because they didn't want 
people to assume their art was about their gender. 
And even while I argued Ladyfest's case, I felt that 
I understood what they were getting at. They 
wanted their art showcased in an equitable context 
- one in which the reason why they got to play 
wasn't simply because they were women, but 
because they were worthy of being showcased 
among men. 



'It's always "17-35, third wave feminist, indie/ 
alternative, knows all about the DIY scene"' 



I meant it. Months in, I began to realise just 
how difficult this was going to be. Ladyfests are 
always predicated on the idea that they will be 
representative of that city's female talent, crossing 
ethnicity, class, and sexual orientation. Of our 1 5 
plus members, all but one was white. All were from 
privileged backgrounds. All were aware of DIY and 
riot grrrl. And anyone who didn't share these traits 
came to one meeting and never came again. 

Others since have had similar experiences with 
Ladyfest. " Everyone, when they get into planning 
a Ladyfest, thinks they're doing something that's 
bigger and more inclusive", muses one UK Ladyfest 
organiser. "But it's always '1 7-35, third wave 
feminist, indie/alternative, knows all about the DIY 
scene, mostly white, mostly middle class, mostly 
university educated, feminist-identified women and 
men'. And anyone who doesn't fit into that drifts 
away early on from the organisation of Ladyfest. " 

Diversity is not easy to achieve. Doing 
community outreach so that what is represented 



There are other festivals besides Ladyfest 
achieving diversity with more success: The Black Lily 
Film And Music Festival in Philadelphia, or Estrojam 
in Chicago. Perhaps these models are successful 
because they don't have the history Ladyfest does. 
"It's a mid-Nineties idea of feminism that doesn't 
work for everyone, " says the Ladyfest UK organiser. 

Ladyfest is a powerful international feminist 
movement, but if it is to continue it needs re- 
branding. Ladyfest organisers have to either accept 
this "community" event is only for a very specific 
community, or to challenge their own beliefs. 
Decades of academic theorising can make it hard to 
see that feminism at the most basic level is about 
choice. This makes it even harder to remain flexible 
in debates you long feel you've won. To "inspire a 
diverse community" means more than accepting 
that others around you don't "know" as much as 
you do. It's to accept that, despite all the arguments 
you've fought and won, you still might be wrong. 
You still have something to learn from everybody. 




interview: allison wolfe 

Words: Petra Davis 
Photography: Carly Pennington 

Plan B meets the Bratmobile 
frontperson, "cultural activist", 
first-gen riot grrrl, and a founder of 
the inaugural Olympia Ladyfest 

What is the relationship between the 
various bands you have played in and 
Ladyfests? Do you feel a particular 
personal affinity with Ladyfests as a 
way of organising? 

"I've played a lot of Ladyfests. I feel 
totally in my element at them, it's a great 
crowd. I get easily "duded out" at many 
supposedly regular shows -Dudefests! -and 
I much prefer a feminist environment in 
which to play or attend a show or event. I 
also prefer the more politicised atmosphere 
at Ladyfests to the drunken breeder macho 
pick-up scenes at many regular bar shows. 
I feel I'm treated better in the Ladyfest 
environment, both as an artist and an 
attendee. It seems you're more likely to be 
treated as an equal participant at Ladyfest, 
due to the structure of its organisation." 

Do you believe the model that 
Ladyfests tend to use leads to a 
different relationship between artist 
and audience? 

"I think workshops and shows blur the 
barriers between audience and performer, 
and Ladyfest as a whole encourages more 
active participation in the cultural life of 
one's town or scene for everyone involved." 

What is your opinion of the way 
Ladyfests have grown and developed? 

"They're all different, based on the 
people, personalities, and local resources. 
The first Ladyfest in Olympia in 2000 had a 
much bigger budget than most the rest, as 
the economy was booming, dot.com was 
king (queen!), and it was the first, so got the 
most attention. The 'fests that fol lowed 
have for the most part had a hard time 
financially, so they've had to go more local, 
which isn't a bad thing. The Glasgow 
Ladyfest was really nice and intimate, with 
performers and attendees staying in the 
same hostel together just down the street. 
And the handful of organisers involved their 
mothers in the work as well - it was multi- 
generational, which was very sweet." 
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up close and political: ladyfest uk 

Words: Lauren Strain 



Bands quite possibly making noise at a Ladyfest near you 



Sky Larkin 

Katie Harkin is the bullet-voiced frontlady of Leeds 
darlings, Sky Larkin. Her stern but stunning vox are 
undercut by drummer Nestor's ammo beats and 
bassist Douglas' immune heartbeats; and, as you're 
reading this, they're touring around Europe in 
support of Conor Oberst. 



Maya-Victoria Kjellstrand 

Maya-Victoria Kjellstrand was the one-woman impetus 
behind now-defunct collective Leopard Leg. She's 
cu rrently worki ng on her two new projects, Vard Ov Adv 
and Universal Orders, where she uses "total telepathy 
to understand and pay homage to prime numbers and 
cosmicsects".Yeah. She also runs the label Hex Out Tapes, 
which continues to hoard the work of other ex-Legs. 

How did Leopard Leg begin? 

" It was a solo project I did for a while in 2004, 
just with recorded drums and loops on a Walkman and 
then onto my four track. This was just after I had had 
a massive head injury, and had to drop out of school 
for a year. I sat around not speaking to anyone, reading 
Dale Spender books obsessively and collecting really 
old images of meat. I went through a phase of really 
wanting to write history about language and meat. 
Instead, I formed Leopard Leg, which originally had 
a lot to do with ideas about bodies, language and 
ownership. That was lost pretty fast, and it changed 
into a more personal project - personal in that it was 
really only to do with the people involved, with no real 
other reference points." 

Can you recall your initial interests in the 
Ladyfest project and why did you feel so 
strongly about it? 

" I was part of Ladyfest 2005 in Brighton, which 
I helped organise and played at with the Polly Shang 
Kuan Band. Leopard Leg also did a very loose workshop 
on 'being in a band' at Ladyfest Cardiff, where we got 
30 people to play with us. It had this real intensity 
that I had never felt at a show before. There were times 
where I thought it was out of control - there was one 
point where this kid was smashing this grille tray 
against a wall. And there was all this screaming; it sort 
of sounded like Whitehouse with a samba band, which 
maybe isn't the sonic design I would aim for, but really, 
it was wonderful. There was a girl playing my drums so 
hard they were covered in blood. I kept the skin from 
my snare with all the blood on it for ages. I found it 
inspiring to have an event focused on creativity. Every 
time I see Drunk Granny play it is with the most singular 
y plaudits. I really hope one day that Debbie does a solo 
*, release for Hex Out. It will be total genius." 

r ft* Ku jf www.myspace.com/hexouttapes 
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Was playing a 
Ladyfest event 
something you'd 
wanted to do for a 
longtime? 

"Absolutely, I was 
very happy that Ladyfest 
[Leeds, 2007] was 
happening in my home 
city. One of the 
strengths of Ladyfest is 
that each event, as it is 
organised by people 
from that city, absorbs 
some of the city's 
character. It tied in with 
lots of new arts 
opportunities arising in 
Leeds - many of the workshops were held in the 
new Carriageworks theatre, for example. " 

Did you find the experience of playing 
Ladyfest inspiring in the sense that you might 
want to stage your own, similar events/ 
organise projects that continue such an ethos? 

"Ladyfests certainly create a focal point within 
a city that can raise awareness and opportunities 
for new projects - anyone interested in a DIY 
approach can find inspiration with the spirit of 
Ladyfest; they have the chance to find their own 
voice within a festival they help to define. " 

www.myspace.com/skylarkinskylarkin 

Drunk Granny 

Cardiff's Deborah mmmRah and Edie Pain 
play makeshift punk-pop with sharp wit and 
sharp edges. 

What has been your experiences Ladyfests 
so far? Which has had the broadest appeal? 

" Ladyfests do seem to pander to the same 
punk-loving white grrrls with guitars, which, of 
course, we are! Well, half of us anyway. I don't think 
any Ladyfest we have been to has ever departed 
significantly from that. Our friend Humaira Saeed 
edits a 'zine called Race Revolt and regularly 
contributes workshops about race at Ladyfests. 
She gets really frustrated about things like the 
aesthetics of Ladyfest, which are white, and, 
sometimes, implicitly racist- but there's also the 
continual pressure on 
her, as a South Asian 
woman, to always be 
the one to flag up the 
race card. There are also 







In colours, sweatbands and cycle shor 
vlina and Mar; and their collective goa 
>very Ladyfest possible". 

"o you think Ladyfests are ever 
isented well enough by the press? 
ertain stereotypical assumptions about 
vents always made? 

iviar: " Definitely. Most people haven't heard of 
Ladyfest even though it's worldwide and been around 
for eight years now. People do stereotype Ladyfest - 
the most common being 'oh, it's a lesbian festival'." 

Mira: "It depends. If there's a spate of successful 
musicians such as Leona Lewis, Adele and Duffy at a 
certain time, then press will be all over Ladyfests, 
saying they're part of a new wave of girl power. 
A lot of the time they only pick up on it if it's topical. 
But Ladyfests get lots of local support." 

Do you think the premise/model of 
Ladyfest remains as resonant as ever? 

Mira: "There are always complaints that Ladyfests 
don't encompass EVERYBODY. It would be wonderful if 
Ladyfests were completely representative of society, but 
what kind of music event does attract every group?" 

Mina: " I think there's definitely room for alternative 
genres to be introduced to Ladyfest - say, female grime. 
There are talented girls making music that's not 
centrally punk or alternative indie-based, so why not 
show that off?" 

Mar: "Indie music, though, and that sort of DIY culture, 
has always been a very white genre. What they need is 
someone like Beth Ditto to curate a Ladyfest in the 
manner of Meltdown or ATP. She could use her fame to 
put Ladyfests on the map and book bands of all genres." 

www.mvspace.com/theduloks 



exclusions based on ability and age, Ladyfest being 
a particularly youth-based phenomenon. 

"That said, amazing experiences have been had. 
Ladyfest Bristol 2007 was great because it was so 
small and grassroots. What is great about Ladyfests 
is when you see people just beginning to have 
conversations about feminism and coming into 
a space of personal awareness, recognition and 



'I went through a phase of ■ 
really wanting to write history 
about language and meat. 
Instead I formed Leopard L 
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an (incomplete, inexhaustive) 
history of ladyfest uk 

Words: Petra Davis and Lauren Strain 




Lisa are key players in the histor 
u. i_cuy .est UK.Their spin-off projects - including the 
Here Shop and Gallery and Cafe Kino sanctuaries in 
" istol and their Local Kid record label - represent just 
_ _.im proportion of their dedication to the cause. 

Can you remember the beginnings of your 
involvement in Ladyfests? 

Irene: "I had always wanted to get to Yoyo A Go Go 
in the Nineties. A Ladyfest was planned in Olympia in 
2000, but my financial situation did not allow the trip. 
Other friends did go and came back laden with stories, 
records and holiday romances. I was then tangentially 
involved with Ladyfest Glasgow the following year. 
I had been going to gigs for years and never felt 
particularly intimidated or excluded by being female, 
but I'd never felt the rush of being part of a community 
of mainly queer women in the same way before." 

Tell us about projects you've developed 
since your first involvement with Ladyfest. 

Michal: "The Here Shop and Gallery was an empty 
shop that we cleaned up and took over during Ladyfest 
Bristol. We used it primarily as a gallery, but also as an 
information point and outlet for band merchandise, 
'zines, and the comic books of the artists featured in the 
'Comic Book Queens' exhibition we had in a gallery on 
the other side of town. After Ladyfest, we didn't want 
to give this up as it had become such a focal point for 
Bristol's creative/DIY/music community, so we opened 
it up as a semi-permanent shop. Local Kid was also 
a very literal continuation of Ladyfest. There was never 
a decision to start up anything; we just didn't stop." 

What does Ladyfest stand for, to you? 

Lisa: "An opportunity for people to physically be 
in the same place; a place to discover and share 
feminist, female, queer and independent experiences. 
There was a weird vacuum between the mid Nineties 
and Ladyfest, where the 'zine and letter writing that 
came out of riot grrrl tailed off. Ladyfest changed that. 
The day-to-day world is not full of opportunities for 
feminists to get together. Meeting people with the 
same ideas is vital when your everyday experience tells 
you your politics are stupid, obsolete and outdated." 

www.myspace.com/coreyorbison 



collective power. But I still think that the collective 
is only constituted by particular types of feminist 
voices, which makes the movement significantly 
weaker than it could be. In terms of what Ladyfest 
needs to do, there needs to be better dialogue 
between organisers to share the problems and 
enable feedback so we are not continually 
reinventing the wheel and making these mistakes. " 

As a band, where did your musical pointers 
come from? Who did you respond to the most? 

"We were really influenced by Lesbo Pig. They 
showed us what was possible in terms of writing 
funny, political songs about personal experiences. 
Using humour and irreverence is important. 
Ethically, we admire the DIY spirit of our friends, the 
Local Kids, Homocrime, Irrk — DIY or die! " 

www.myspace.com/drunkgranny 



Cooper Jones 

A trio fronted by two ladies from Levenshulme, 
Manchester; one of whom occasionally 
performed in the sprawling feral gang that was 
Leopard Leg. The other has moved to Lyon, so 
there's little chance of a future for their messy-folk 
material; but still, dig out releases via Curor and 
Blackest Rainbow and new projects Tom Cool and 
Part Wild Horse's Mane On Both Sides. 
www.myspace.com/cooperjonesband 

Jean Genet 

Currently out of action, but still worth peering yer 
pupils at; and maybe they'll reform in some 
fashion soon. For the record, they were irksome 
and icky; a queercore duo with very few inhibitions 
(and anything they were modest about was 
dealt with quickly via, urn, tit tape). Sordid 
karaoke. If that's your thing. And it probably 
should be. 

www.myspace.com/jeangenet 

Printed Circuit 

Leeds' very own queen of electro, Claire Broadley, 
presides over her see-sawing, glitching 
kingdom (and has done since she was just 1 9). 
Flanked by synth-man Andrew Raine, she's 
played numerous Ladyfests and had the supreme 
pleasure of supporting the righteous likes of 
Chicks On Speed, LeTigre, Max Tundra and 
Kevin Blechdom. 

www.printed-circuit.net 

The Rayographs 

Well, I tried to do it myself, and failed. Here's 
the MySpace blurb that details their self- 
penned musical manifesto: 'Cropped 
observational narratives, stark impressions 
of strange histories, dark blue cinematic 
Lynchian atmospherics cut with sharp drums 
and curious basslines'. If that doesn't whet 
your tongue, I'm not sure you should be reading 
this magazine. 

www.myspace.com/therayographs 

Sophie's Pigeons 

A Northern folk collective, who've played at 
numerous Ladyfests since their inception in 
2006. Prepare yourself for sterling sweetness 
with a generous array of clarinets, melodicas, 
harmoniums and angel vox. The kind of band 
we all secretly want to be in. 

www.myspace.com/sophienelson 



1 987 Ablaze! is founded 
by Karen Ablaze in Leeds. 
The girls involved form 
bands. Bands spawn 
more bands. Zine spawns 



1990 Erica Smith 
establishes Girlfrenzy 
providing a platform for 
female comic artists and 
adopting a more 
informal, fun attitude 



magazines. 

1991 Huggy Bear form in 
Brighton, play shows, 
change world. 

1992 The Slampt! 
Underground 
Organisation is founded 
in Newcastle by Rachel 
Holborow and Pete Dale. 
It later becomes famous 
for releasing Kenickie's 
first output. 

1993 Cazz Blase initiates 
the Riot Grrrl 'fanzine with 
a London edition. Leeds 
and Bradford issues 
follow. Bratmobile bounce 
around the UK, and 
Huggy Bear tour with 
Bikini Kill (immortalised 



It Changed My Life: Bikini 
KilllnTheUKj.lheyear 
concludes with the 
Grrrlstyle Revolution 
at London's ICA. 

1994 Squab, an 
distribution service 
circulating cassettes and 
zines, organise the Piao! 
Festival in Hammersmith. 
Heavenly, Avocado Baby, 
Linus and PussycatTrash 
perform. Boo for Huggy 
Bear's last gig, tho', early 
the same year. 

1996 Mathew Fletcher 
ofTalulah Gosh defines 
the term 'riot grrrl' for 
the Oxford English 
Dictionary. Later that 



1 997 Anna Moulson 
founds promotions 
company Melting Vinyl 
and the Brighton Crawl, 
an early grrrl-positive 
festival, in Brighton. 

1998 The first annual 
Queeruption event, at 
the 121 Centre, Brixton - 
a non-profit DIY event 
for radical queers to 
make, do, learn, organise 
and resist. 



1999 Erica Smith 
publishes the Girlfrenzy 
Millennial, containing 
comics, interviews and 
fiction, including work 
by Charlotte Cooper and 
Fawn Gehweiler. 



2001 In the wake of the 
first US Ladyfest, a UK 
Ladyfest tour stars spiky 
girl-pop greats The Lollies 
alongside Bangs, Sarah 
Dougher and the first UK 
shows by the Gossip. The 
first Glasgow Ladyfest 
features Bis, Bratmobile, 
and Katastrophe Wife. 

2002 Chicks On Speed, 
Electrelane, and Holly 
Golightly headline 
Ladyfest London. 
UnskinnyBop,aclub 
inspired by Beth Ditto's 
striptease at Ladyfest 

G lasgow, celebrates fat 
people in pop. 

2003 Ladyfests in Exeter, 
Bristol and Manchester, 
and a proliferation of 
Ladyfest-inspired events. 
London'sClub 
Motherfucker goes 
monthly. Homocrime sets 
up its first queercore 
event. Brighton's Cowley 
Club provides a space for 



social events. 



2004 Ladyfests in 



and Exeter. The growth 
of grrrl/queer collectives 
continues with the 
founding of Manchester's 
Kaffequeeria and Cardiff's 
Peppermint Patti. 

2005 Brighton's first 
Ladyfest proper features 
Afrirampo, Polly Shang 
Kuan Band, Spider And 
The Webs and Partyline. 

2006 Ladyfests in 
Bournemouth, Cardiff, 
and Newcastle. 
Homocrime holds its final 
event, but the singles 
club and label continues. 

2007 Ladyfest spreads 
to Leicester, Cambridge, 
Leeds and Nottingham. 
Cardiff responds with 
its own FAG club. In 
Manchester, the Female 
Trouble collective stages 



while in Bristol, Cafe Kino 
provides a space for DIY 
political activism (and 
great food). 
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Rolo Tomassi compress 
hardcore angst into smart 
missiles, spark off scene 
wars and tear up any pit 
you set in front of them 

Words: Ben Mechen 

Photography: Pat Pope 

Live photography: Owen Richards 



! i 






1 



1 







'/: 




I 




L-R: Ed Dutton, James Spence, 
Eva Spence, Joseph Nicholson, 
Joseph Thorpe 



rolo tomassi 



Today is an all-ages show, which means queues 
at two, but no doors until five. We're at the 
2008 Wolverhampton Summer Slam, and so what 
if it's named like a regional Wrestlemania, or a stock 
car race? The kids are eager for this one. Clusters 
sit cross-legged on the pavement, or stretch 
themselves awkwardly across the Wulfrun's grey 
and gum-pocked steps. Checkerboard belts, 
trainers and hairbands. Precision fringes, sharp 
and angled off from eyebrows at thirty, forty, fifty 
degrees. Autographs and photographs are hunted 
down, secret cigarettes lit from borrowed lighters 
and shared round. These are the kids that the Daily 
Mail have identified as members of an 'Emo Death 
Cult'. Everyone is smiling. 

But already I'm worried that this isn't a Rolo 
Tomassi crowd. I'm wondering how they got 
booked for this. It's true that all the bands here, 
them included, are affiliated with varying degrees 
of looseness to the emotion-rich post-hardcore that 
has dominated teen rock since around the turn of 
the century. This sound has become the musical 
birth canal of people of a certain age - by a certain 
age, it might sound mucky and gross, but every 
single one of us sure as anything had to pass 
through it, and we weren't complaining at the time. 
NOFX and Blink, The Ataris, onto Thursday, Brand 
New and Taking Back Sunday. It's my own history, 
as well as Rolo's, and, augmented by some new 
additions, it's that of all those with hoods and 
piercings outside. The music itself wallows in that 
big fat bit of the pop mainstream and its outer 
circuits deemed untouchable by 'serious' music fans 
(repeat: Girls Aloud good, My Chemical Romance 
bad). Maybe Rolo are here, like the others, as 
candidates for this growing canon. 

But I factor all that in, and still come up short, 
because something about Rolo is different from 
the rest of the bands here, slipperier. Nothing is 
straightforward - no easy mash of honey-tongued 
melody and heart-on-sleeve diary filler, searing 
guitars and SoCal-orific disaffection. They're idea 
after idea after allusion to a vague notion that's 
quickly fizzled out, into loud bit, quiet bit and full on 
legs-apart riff. Infinite combinations of everything in 
every direction, then crunched back to nothing, and 
round and round again. I wonder if today's crowd 
mightfind them difficult. I would have done. 

Then they play, and I mean play, and the sound 
whistles in through my ears and smashes any doubt 
out through my teeth from the inside. The Wulf run 
is a council-owned hangar packed tight with empty 
space and parquet flooring - the sort of place that 
stuffs sound down its trousers like apples from a 
cart. But Rolo Tomassi live for it, and you can see it in 
the way their eyes bulge, their veins pop, their heads 
are cocked and thrown. Forget their clothes. Forget 
that the one in front tearing up vocal chords like 
strips of meat is a her. Forget that they don't look for 
a second like they sound. All this is nothing but the 
stuff your eyes want to pick upon first, but it all 
means zero in the end. Rolo Tomassi's only demand 
is that you hear them, and feel them. Rolo Tomassi 
are here because they'll fucking play anywhere, 
to anyone, not for the money, or for their label, 
but for every smile, every raised eyebrow, every 
thrown shape spin-topping around the pit. 

"At first people normally have a 'What the hell 
is this?' reaction, " says bassist Joseph Thorpe. " But 
if they get it, they seem to end up being a lot more 
enthusiastic than if they'd seen a band who they 
already thought was going to be alright. They have 
more to say about it. " And the crowd get it. When 
Rolo are on, no one looks away, or turns to talk to 
theirfriends. I'm not sure they even blink. 

"We started out to play shows," explains 
keyboardist and unofficial band spokesman James 
Spence later. "We only recorded a demo because 
without one we couldn't get any gigs. We literally 
weren't being put on by anyone because no one 



knew what we sounded like. And from that we've 
been asked to do releases, and we've jumped at the 
chance. But everything is written to play live, and 
we're definitely a live band first of all. " 

Eva -singer, growler, James' little sister- chips 
in. "Releasing stuff is almost just on top," she says. 
"An extra. " So little wonder you're always on the 
road - playing house parties, pubs, clubs, festivals, 
things like this... 

"It's not unusual to say that, 'Oh, we work hard'. 
But to us it's not work because we enjoy it," James 
continues. " If we can tour for four weeks, we will 
tour for four weeks, because we want to play 
shows. It'sjustsomethingthatwedonow. 
We've just come out of education, where you're 
institutionalised to do certain things. But now we've 
institutionalised ourselves into what we do. We're 
lucky enough not to have to work aside from this, 
so we can focus all our energy on the band. And 
because of that you can let it consume you. . . in the 
best way possible." 

Rolo Tomassi formed a few years ago out of the 
remains of a couple of other Barnsley and Sheffield 
bands, though all five members -James, Eva, and 
Joseph, plus guitarist Joe Nicholson and drummer 
Ed Dutton - had known each other from school or 
the area for years before. Not much later, they 
released their first, eponymous EP on London DIY 
label Holy Roar. Five tracks of unhinged, technical 
ectospazz and measured post-rock interlude that 
belied their inexperience and betrayed a fiendish 
sense of humour, it quickly sold out. It was repressed 
last year, and that's nearly sold out now too. 

Their sound was, and remains, a unique 
summation of their adolescent obsessions and 



you'd seen them in the woods, you'd have grabbed 
a double-barrelled shot gun and got them twice 
between the eyes. Both these things were indeed 
unusual in their own right, and maybe did add 
to Rolo's appeal, but they were, at the end of 
the day, mere facts - after the first few tellings, 
not something to be forever wondered at in 
amazement, but rather something to be got over. 

"None of it was a gimmick or anything," says 
Eva. "We never thought 'Oh, we're really young. 
Let's do a band'. And personally, I don't think the 
fact that I'm a girl has anything to do with anything. 
I could scream - it happened." 

You must be bored by these questions now... 

"I'm happy to answer those questions until 
everyone understands that it is just how it is, " 
explains James. "There was no forethought. 
We were just in that place at that time, at that age, 
and Eva was that sex." 

" I think for some people we'll always be 
fifteen ! " grins Joseph. "One interviewer called us 
'little people with instruments'. But I hope that with 
this new record, and once more people know about 
us, it won't happen as much." 

So, that new record. Hysterics, Rolo's debut 
album, was recorded over three weeks in a studio 
in Barnsley earlier this year. Their sound has grown - 
effects have been added, instruments have been 
mastered. Some songs start tightly knit, enclosed, 
as if the band are trying to pack acres of sound into a 
matchbox, before the sides give, the box splits, and 
the music splays in every direction. Lyrically, Eva and 
James tell me, it deals very much with the real world 
- cliques, friends falling in and out, boys and girls - 
relationships, in the widest sense. "Some of the 



'The fans, the people who help us put 
out a record, the label... we want 
everyone to be involved together' -Ed 



observations, pitch-bent and fired through a string 
of vicious filters. An endless list of influences - 
bands, but also ideas, feelings - seem to edge a 
circle, with every few seconds two, or three, or 
more, running to the middle to bang heads. Some 
fuse together, some crack like eggs and gloop their 
brainy yolk and white into all the crevices; others just 
end up stumbling back, rebuffed, to gather breath 
before trying again. Here's what I hear: the San 
Diegan proto-screamo of Antioch Arrow or the 
Swing Kids, The Locust's wretch ing Casiocore, the 
strangulated fashion grot of AIDS Wolf and Pre. The 
Flying Luttenbachers, Mr Bungle, Dillinger Escape 
Plan, Naked City, Party Of Helicopters, Cap'n Jazz. 
I ask the band to name who they think is important, 
and the answer seems to come easy: Worcester's 
short-lived but increasingly Year Zero-significant 
The Murder Of Rosa Luxemburg, a yelping, 
discordant 'math violence' band that called it a day 
around early 2005. The whole band speak of The 
Murder Of... in hushed tones. As Ed says, "If they 
reformed for a gig tomorrow, so many current 
bands would go and watch it would be crazy. " 
But wait. . .add to all this; communication and 
miscommunication, sexism, disconnection, self- 
expression, inversion, partying. It's relentless, but it 
keeps the cauldron bubbling, spitting up and out. 

But, to an extent, the sheer extra-ordinariness of 
these early outbursts, not least within the crowded 
UK underground they emerged from, was soon lost 
to journalistic torpor. The music stopped being 
remarkable on its own merit- easier to sound-bite 
was the nature of the band themselves: all eighteen 
years old or under, and fronted by a sixteen-year-old 
girl who could summon screams so grisly that if 



songs are about how you're perceived by other 
people, and what you do, and your perceptions 
of what's going on around you," James explains. 
"There are songs about the mistreatment of the 
opposite sex - although our songs are written 
ambiguously in terms of representing males or 
females, that one seemed really important because 
of Eva, which was something we took into 
consideration. And there were things happening 
around us with our friends that neither of us really 
liked very much and which we wanted to write 
about" . Rolo's words are mostly screamed, and 
probably because of what they sound like, I never 
assumed they'd be so grounded, or relatable. In a 
way it's a relief when I'm promised that the album 
will come with printed lyrics. "You should be able to 
take things away from music, especially lyrics," 
finishes James. " If the lyrics for us were 
meaningless, then we'd be an instrumental band. 
They're a definite connection you have with people. 
If you get into something, you want the full 
spectrum, not just a half-finished painting." 

Musically, though, Hysterics is space-bound, 
solar. The desire to play around with the limits of 
what they can get away with is obvious: " Over the 
last year, since going full-time, we've become a lot 
more confident," says Ed. "Now it feels like we 
really could do anything we wanted. " 

First single 'I Love Turbulence' is their most 
immediate song yet, driving and thrashing metallic 
pop pumped by canisters of old-school riffage. But 
the final track, 'Fantastia', is a progressive-minded 
fourteen-minute epic, split into several movements, 
every part given space to breathe. As for meter, Joe 
admits, "There are a lot of prime numbers. " But at 
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'There are songs about the mistreatment of the opposite 
sex - although they're written ambiguously in terms of 
representing males or females' -James 



all times Hysterics remains within reach. You're not 
left on the ground checking your watch and waiting 
for the fits and starts to subside. When it lets loose, 
or locks in -Joe relishes those moments "when 
there ends up just being a groove to a really obscure 
time signature" - it takes you with it. Think of 
yourself as Theseus in the labyrinth, holding that 
string, and out of nowhere a hundred men pull on 
it from the banks outside and you're dragged like a 
rag doll back through miles and miles of concentric 
corridors and chambers, moving so quickly you 
don't even graze the walls. 

So the scope and the audacity of Hysterics is 
pretty astounding, but crucially, too, this is perhaps 
Rolo's closest attempt yet at translating the energy 
of a live show onto record. Yet, as they're all keen to 
point out, the songs on Hysterics are, for want of a 
better word, unfinished - indeed, there is apparently 
no such thing as a definitive version when it comes 
to Rolo Tomassi. Songs grow organically each time 
they're played, as effects are added or taken away, 
as its elaborate changes can be handled faster, or 
as Eva's voice fluctuates from show to show. "We 
started a band to play music, not to play a song or 
an album once," Ed points out. "The record is more 
like a well-staged photograph of where we are right 
now. " With this in mind, every show Rolo play 
becomes another staging post in each song's 
constant mutation, whether stripped down to 
essentials, or adorned and gilded almost beyond 
recognition. "Take the EP. The way we play those 
songs now. . .they've developed so much, " says Joe. 

"...without even discussion," adds James. "Rolo 
Tomassi live and on record is really two forms, or two 
bands. But I'd sooner it was that way. I find it boring 
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when you go and see a band and it sounds just like 
it does on CD. Do you really want it to be that?" 

Hysterics is also Rolo's first release on new label 
Hassle, UK home to emo and hardcore vets like 
Alexisonfire, Cancer Bats, and Anti-Flag. It's an 
indie, but a big one, and the most visible proof 
of how things are changing for the band right 
now. Unlike their previous releases, which sold out 
through word of mouth and merch tables, it will 
have an advertising budget. They're doing a video 
for 'I Love Turbulence'. The band mention Gallows 
at one point during the interview, and I can't help 
but think of them as in a similar position to that 
band eighteen months ago. . .that is, on the cusp 
of becoming Very Big Indeed. And like Gallows, Rolo 
Tomassi were reared on, and still cherish and hold 
onto, a UK DIY scene that's about nothing if not 
community- a network of bands, venues, 
promoters, fans, and vans who, as Joseph puts it, 
"share not so much a sound as an ethos". 

Later this month, Rolo will go out on the road 
in support of Hysterics and they're taking Mirror! 
Mirror! and Throats -two bands who sound 
nothing like them, but who have become friends 
through this nationwide route of posi-vibes and 
young talent. They don't want to leave this 
community behind, and they see no reason why 
they should have to. "We want to maintain that 
attitude, even though we're on Hassle and not Holy 
Roar anymore, " says Ed. "The fans, the people that 
help us put out a record, the label . . . we want 
everyone to be involved together. " 

Yet despite all this, Rolo Tomassi have always 
seemed to encounter one problem, though it's one 
they've grown to relish overtime. As James says: 



"We don't really fit anywhere. A lot of the time 
we really do have to work to win people over. " 
People have trouble understanding what they are. 
Audiences can be on guard in their presence, not 
sure if it's OK to get it or not. Their music at once 
appeals to many disparate, mutually suspicious, 
tribes - metalheads, hardcore kids, the indie-press 
commentariat, prog dads, A/MF-readers, noise 
rockers - and you know how it is: sometimes if 
one tribe sees another digging it, they back off. 
Metalheads are wary of the way they dress, or are 
scared that they might be taking the piss out of 
timeworn axe-god tropes (they're not). The press - 
ironically, wearyingly- whine that people only like 
them because they're young and Eva's out front. 
Many wince because they've never liked something 
so bloody loud before, and they're not sure whether 
it's good for their ears (it is). 

This evening, James says, someone was 
throwing coins at him. They've had it worse - 
catcalls, bottles, that sort of thing. But any reaction 
is better than none -like James says, "I'd sooner 
people fucking hated us than were indifferent." 
This year, they've already played both the Download 
and Supersonic festivals, events at opposite ends 
of the metal playbook. At one they shared the bill 
with KISS and The Offspring; the other with Stephen 
O'Malley's Gravetemple and Wolf Eyes. "It was 
weird," concludes James. "It was surprisingly easy 
playing things that size. In a room of thirty people, 
you can see everyone's faces, and gauge reactions. 
It makes you more nervous. But if you look out to 
a sea of people, they're faceless. You can just do 
what you do and be excited that there are that many 
people there watching you. It was amazing." 
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Slow Club 

Lets Fall Back In Love 



Released 01/09/08 

The much talked about 
boy-girl duo showcase the 
full range of their talents 
on this 5 track E.R and 
prove why they're causing 
such a stir. 

"More than folking 
troubadours, Slow Club 
are a revelation. " - NME 





Hatchback 

"•■ Colours Of The Sun 

.: Beleesed 08/09/08 

After the runaway 
success of last years 
Milky Disco compilation, 
Lo Recordings voyage 
ever deeper into the 
cosmic galaxy with the 
debut album. release 
by Californian producer 
Hatchback. 

"Excellent, Love it. " - 
. ALLEZALLEZ 

"We're psyched. " - FACT 



Little Man Tate 

Nothing Worth Having 
Comes Easy 



Released 15/09/08 

Little Man Tate return with 
a stunning new album 
on Skint Records. It's 
bold, brassy and suitably 
buoyant, and features 
the singles "What Your 
Boyfriend Said" and 
"Hey Little Sweetie". 

Limited Edition CD 
available featuring 
exclusive bonus track 
and video footage. 




Rex The Dog 

The Rex The Dog Show 



Released 01/09/08 

The full length debut from 
Rex The Dog is finally here! 
A brilliant collection of 
previously released singles, 
remixes and a clutch of 
brand new tracks. 
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Tilly And The Wall 

O 

Released 08/09/08 

The third and most 
sonically experimental 
album from the tap- 
dancing Omaha five-piece 
explodes with influences 
absorbed from a year 
touring the world. The 
charming folkiness is 
still there but now its 
combined with a genuine 
pop- punk sensibility. 




Pacific 

Reveries 



"Released 01/09/08 

A brilliant evocation of 
Francopop" - NME 

"Like the Beach Boys, if 
Brian Wilson was a Blitzkid" 
- Independent 

"The essential soundtrack 
to your summer holidays" - 
Artrocker 





ailable At: Action - Preston, Avalanche - Edinburgh & Glasgow, Banquet - Kingston, www.boomkat.com, Crash - Leeds, Fat City - Manchester, Jumbo - Leeds, www.juno.co.uk, 
morail - Glasgow, Normans - Leeds, One Up - Aberdeen, Phonica - London, Piccadilly - Manchester, Probe - Liverpool, Pure Grove - London, www.recordstore.co.uk, Resident - Brighton, 
iugh Trade - London, Rounder - Brighton, Selectadisc - Nottingham, Sister Ray - London, Underground Solushn - Glasgow or go online and check www.thecoalitionuk.co.uk 
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stranded 
pearls 



: Joseph Stannard 



Howe Gelb's venerable country 
veterans Giant Sand might 
have swapped Arizona deserts 
for suburban Denmark, but 
his music still explores night 
landscapes and distant 
canyons, in search of 
something precious 



"Interesting timing," says HoweGelb. 

Two words and an Arizona burr; it's a recipe for 
intrigue. I ask Howe to elaborate. He kindly obliges. 

"Well," he begins, drawing me closer to 
the phone, "it must have been embedded in my 
subconscious. However, I completely forgot about 
the advent of this scenario and happened to be 
sitting here completely still and almost ready for 
anything. I'd poured a stiff glass of my favourite 
Scotch that I keep stashed at my favourite restaurant 
that I can't afford, and just like some old guy 
weathering on a splintered chair, waiting for my 
demise, the telephone rings. . .and it's my heart 
attack friend, that I've never met. " 

A little bit of background: this interview was 
due to occur exactly 24 hours earlier, but had to 
be postponed due to a little personal trauma, 
a health scare, that had taken place three days 
previously. Sitting at my desk following a cigarette 
that represented all the bad ideas I had ever had or 
ever would have, I noticed a tightening, dead centre 
in my chest. The tightening quickly solidified into 
a fist of pure discomfort. I tried flipping it off, but 
it wouldn't go away. I started to sweat. My breath 
became laboured. I checked my face in the 
bathroom mirror and it was a sickly shade of grey. 

I picked up the phone. 

Roughly ten minutes later, I was in an 
ambulance. Thirty, and I was at the hospital with 
electrodes attached to my chest, and out of view 
(my choice) an orderly sucking out my blood 
through a needle in my arm. Ten hours or so, 
and I was on the street in Whitechapel with my 
intended, wearing a green hospital shirt, safe in 
the knowledge that I had not experienced a heart 



attack, but an artful imitator known as an 
oesophageal spasm. It could, the doctors said, 
have been brought on by stress. I knew exactly 
which rat bastard -thanks Hunter -to blame for 
that, but that's another story for another day. 

Oh, I say to Howe, you heard about that? 

"Man, it's all over Denmark [Howe's current 
location and his wife's country of birth]. What 
happened exactly, you had an anxiety attack?" 

No, I've had those before. This was different. 

" Did you have the left arm go? " 

No, just a chest pain. I started sweating, I turned 
grey... 

"Your hair oryourskin?" 

Just my skin, my face. The hair would have been 
more distinguished. When your skin turns grey it's 
more like... 

"...extinguished." 

It might seem a tall order, but if the Angel Of 
Death is coming for me, I hope he's warm and funny 
and avuncular like Howe Gelb. It'd make things 
a whole lot easier. 

After four years away, Arizona's most enigmatic 
sons, Giant Sand, have shimmered back into being 
with their new album, Provisions. If 2004's Is All 
Over The Map was a dog-eared scrapbook of 
freakshow postcards, Provisions- recorded with 
help from Neko Case, M Ward, Isobel Campbell, 
and a host of Danish players - is more like a night 
drive on the way to a clandestine burial. Giant Sand 
always travel, smoothly or otherwise. This one's on 
the smooth side, but then 'smooth' is just a surface 
texture; there's no guarantee that what lies beneath 
won't draw blood. Ever since 1985's Valley Of Rain, 
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Giant Sand have maintained a personable veneer 
while concealing a finely-tuned taste for chaos, 
using parched, countrified rock as a vessel for the 
exploration of inner and outer space rather than 
a refuge from modernism. The only real constants 
have been Howe's voice and obvious enthusiasm for 
language - fused to create a formidable, cerebral 
superweapon - and a sensualist's attitude to musical 
texture. "My work is totally scattered," confides 
Howe, who always sounds like he's confiding, no 
matter what he's saying. "At some point I bundle it 
all up and call it a specific thing, and the thing right 
now is this new Giant Sand record, I guess. . . " 

How do you know when it's time for Giant Sand 
to re-emerge, as opposed to something that flies by 
any other name? 

"It's in between something seasonal and 
something rotational, like a comet. It just kind 
of comes in and out of the atmosphere for a spell. 
It's like an atom, that little electron zipping around, 
and it's Giant Sand time in the nucleus when it gets 
close. Then this other electron zips around and it's 
'Sno Angel [Howe's gospel-influenced 2006 project] 
time, then this other electron zips around and it's 
gypsy flamenco time." 

Does Giant Sand dictate the style of song you 
write, or vice versa? 

" No, it's not the songs. That's why we've 
changed songs every night. . .in the early days, for 
the first two thirds of this run, I would change songs 
around every night, just because they were fucking 
asking for it. So I would mess with them, we'd make 
4/4 songs into waltzes and see if that would fit, just 
to excite ourselves. We were playing to make this 
game out of it. By doing that, you bring this element 



of excitement into it, because you don't really know 
what's happening and everybody's in it to see how 
far we can make it happen and to go to that place 
that makes it a little bit dizzy, as opposed to making 
it tried and true and stale. It's not the songs; it's more 
the flavour of the camaraderie. When you have a 
certain camaraderie it lends itself to a certain sound. 
That's what Giant Sand has always been." 

Howe speaks of Giant Sand in a manner which 
reminds me of Sixties and Seventies counterculture 
science fiction. It's entirely fitting, too; one can easily 
imagine the loose protagonists of Philip K Dick's 
A Scanner Darkly gulping back handfuls of 
Substance D to 2000's Chore Of Enchantment, 
or shoving a tape of 2001 's Cover Magazine in the 
car stereo on the way to a pick up. This is something 
that separates Giant Sand from their lesser peers in 
Americana, perhaps attributable to Howe Gelb's 
considerable speed of mind. They disorientate. 
They knock time out of joint. They're everywhere 
and nowhere. "I think every artist- 1 use the term 
loosely... let's call 'em plumbers -every plumber 
has a sensitivity antenna that allows them to pick 
up signals at least 1 2 minutes into the future. So he 
just smells the smoke of the fire coming, and that's 
usually his smoulder, y'know, that's the sound he's 
making. So sometimes you come up with a record 
that'll need 20 years for people to find acceptable, 
sometimes it's only 20 minutes. " 

There's a sudden disturbance at Howe's end 
of the phone line, and I hear an lightly accented 
voice. While the words are unclear, the meaning 
is unmistakable. "Ah, they're closing! So I'll just sit 
out there with this? No, I'll sit on the wooden part. . . 
all right. The restaurant's closing up. " 



'Giant Sand is 
in between 
something 
seasonal and 
something 
rotational. 
Like a comet' 



Oh, right, I say. laskHowewhattimeitisin 
Aarhus. Ever polite, he conducts two conversations 
simultaneously, one with me, the other with the 
staff of the restaurant he's being asked to vacate. 
" It's like 1 0.30 or 1 1 .00. . .this is? You did? It's a nice 
bag. I love this little place. No, I'm good, it's good. 
Keep me young. You know, Friday night in Aarhus. . . 
yeah ! I look a little weird here? No, someone will 
take the chair, won't they, they'll throw it through 
the window. No, don't worry about it. . . I'll just sit 
here and I'll be good. [Laughs] I don't need a chair! " 

The thought of a concerned Danish restaurant 
worker attempting to force a chair on the reluctant- 
yet-well-mannered American makes me smile. 
I picture Howe sitting outside the restaurant, a 
single wall-mounted, wire-meshed exterior light 
cocooning him in its glow. Holding the night at bay. 
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perpetual motion 



Words: Matt Evans 
Photography: Heather Culp 



As part of Plan B's series on musical visionaries operating on the periphery, we meet Mick Barr # 
avant-garde axe hero atom-smashing the disciplines of minimalism and shred guitar through his 
outfits Octis # Ocrilim # Orthrelm # and new black metal project Krallice 



Some music can be an endurance test for the 
listener, some for the players. Mick Barr's is both. 

For his part: "It can get exhausting. Having to 
warm up for a half hour before every show and not 
taking breaks while on stage can be a bit daunting 
at times. Every now and then I'll have bouts of 
weakness in my left arm, but not too much else. 
There's more of a mental toll." 

For ours: hundreds of hyper-speed geometric 
guitar compositions, both vast and microscopic, 
scorch our synapses as we try to keep pace. 
Emotional resonances are bleached by inhuman 
technicality. Dialogue becomes impossible in the 
face of a horrifying clarity of vision. The only sane 
reaction is to let go, be dragged along, eyes wide, 
mouth gaping. Several years ago, soon after 
I contracted RSI in my wrist, I saw Orthrelm play 
in London. Mick Barr's relentless performance, 
displaying the kind of precision, speed and stamina 
of which only machines should be capable, caused 
a painful psychosomatic reaction in my already- 
tender tendons that still makes itself unpleasantly 
felt today whenever I hear him play. Talk about a 
visceral response. Pavlov has nothing on Orthrelm. 

Aside from an early appearance on cassette as 
Or Rathol Nok, Barr first surfaced in the mid-Nineties 
as half of Washington DC'sCrom-Tech, playing 
screeching foil to the skitter and batter of drummer 
Malcolm McDuffie. Over a decade later, Crom- 
Tech's two albums of jazz-inflected hyper-prog 
miniatures remain singularly harsh, thanks to their 
combination of frenetic velocity, a minuscule 
attention span, and shrill, treble-intensive attack. 
Never rest, never repeat. 

Taken from a short story written by Barr, Crom- 
Tech was a prototype for language games to come. 
Titles such as Norildivoth Crallos-Lomrixth Urthiln, 
AsristirVieldrioxand Uppragan Srilimia Ixioor 
Ocrilim Nollfithes Mrithixyl signify a mind obsessed 
with making startling and complex new patterns 
out of old material - be it vowels and consonants, 
or snatches of metal guitar-solo climaxes. 

"For a long time I didn't feel comfortable 
expressing anything artistically with English," says 
Barr. "But words are necessary in the presentation, 
so I made up words that fit the mood to me. 
I attempted at one point to construct a language, 
but that seemed stupid right at the start. But having 
a lot of band names is kind of a fluke. I liked the 
word 'or', so I used that in Or Rathol Nok. Then 
I needed a name to continue the legacy of that 
band, so I used Or: 1 2r3. In 2000, Octis came about, 
which was a Voivodian word to me - but more 
insectish, which fit the project. Ocrilim came as an 
extension of that. Orthrelm is kind of a fusing of 
Tolkein's word 'Orthanc' and 'realm'." 

Following the dissolution of Crom-Tech, 
Barr hooked up with a drum machine to form Octis, 
and the drafting of drummer Josh Blair completed 
Orthrelm (although, in truth, it's never that simple, 
and the boundaries are often blurred). Both 
perpetuated, exaggerated and refined the ideas 



birthed in Crom-Tech -the rudimentary, superfluous 
vocals were discarded, brevity started to surpass 
even Naked City levels (Orthrelm's 2002 EP 'Asristir 
Vieldriox' contains 99 tracks within 1 3 minutes), 
and Barr's astonishing playing reached deeper 
into the realms of the absurd. Though his skills are 
undeniably technically amazing, virtuosity is notthe 
point-this ain't no onanistic Guitar World fantasy, 
it's just the way in which his imagination manifests: 
"There is no philosophy behind playing fast. To me, 
it just feels comfortable. My life is not very speedy. 
My thoughts are speedy, but I am a calm human." 

If you want to go in at the deep end, try 
Orthrelm's 2005 album OV. Where their previous 
work exploited the microscopic scale naturally 
suggested by Barr's refusal to repeat any phrase 
or hang on to a note for more than a tenth of a 
second, OV\s Orthrelm writ large -45 minutes 
of maddening repetition, minute variation, and 
dramatic statements that illustrate just how 
ridiculously micro-composed this stuff is. Think 
Terry Riley filtered through a grind aesthetic with a 
shredder's dexterity. Fractal guitar from the gut end 
of the fretboard, spiralling outwards into infinity, 
minute variations highlighting unexpected facets. 
Every detail is mirrored, anticipated and given 



of the steely self-control. Both players perfectly 
complement each other- Hill's freeform brutalist 
approach causing Barr to run along the very edge 
of precipices; Barr's attempts to rein in the drummer 
adding beautifully crisp tension. "Zach Hill is one of 
the only people I have felt comfortable improvising 
with, " says Barr. "It clicked really well. I prefer not to 
improvise often, but I do like to jam. Improvising and 
jamming are very different things to me. " 

Speed remains the core, even as Barr is multi- 
tracking himself, weaving warm, welcoming and 
melodic abstracts. Whereas Orthrelm and Octis 
were all about shape, carving tiny figures in sound, 
Ocrilim uses headlong motion to create texture, 
wearing it like chain mail. Move fast enough and 
the blur kicks in; you're no longer a bullet, buta 
laser beam. Ocrilim is seemingly custom-designed 
for those who wish Glenn Branca's music were 
faster, more varied, more intricate. It represents 
a considerable shift in the Barr aesthetic, though 
he himself is unsure how and why this happened. 
"I wasn't paying attention. Honestly, I don't have 
the best handle on what I'm doing, and why I do 
it. It's all very intuitive these days. Perfection is never 
a priority. Intuition is more of a priority. But Ocrilim's 
Annwn is the music I am proudest of at this point." 



'Each time I watch Mick Barr I want 
to go home and start from scratch 
because I feel like he is that good' 



physical form by Blair's knackering dash around his 
kit. It's both annoying and delirious, like having a 
desperate wasp inside your skull, constantly stinging 
your pleasure centres in its attempts to escape. 

Barr's assessment of his own work is as 
understated as his music is excessive: "It's not really 
experimental... maybe a little. Extreme, sure, but 
I prefer the word 'intense'." But for all his humility, 
he has made his presence felt among speedfreaks 
everywhere. He's there in the thrash miniatures of 
Fantomas, and in every impossible time twist by 
tech-metalcore outfits like Behold the Arctopus, 
Dillinger Escape Plan and Psyopus. He's there in the 
ecstatic math-pop of Marnie Stern, who calls Barr 
her " biggest idol ever" . " He is creative and technical 
at the same time which can sometimes be the 
hardestthing to pull off," she says. "Each time 
I watch him I want to go home and start from 
scratch because I feel like he is that good. He is one 
of those people that keep me wanting to be better. " 

Barr has also found time to collaborate with the 
likes of Nondor Neva!, Quix*o*tic and the Flying 
Luttenbachers, and to record two improv albums 
with Hella/Marnie drummer Zach Hill. The sessions 
with Hill have all the energy of Orthrelm, but less 



-Marnie Stern 



Barr's latest incarnation is Krallice, an obscenely 
powerful and oddly poignant black metal 
collaboration with Behold the Arctopus's Colin 
Marston. " Me and Colin were making some songs 
for a possible black metal recording, but then it 
snowballed into an actual album and band. 
I was into metal right off the bat. I listen to tons 
of different musics, but my heart has always been 
with metal." Krallice is more obviously tied in to 
more recognisable genre conventions than anything 
he's ever done. But atop the corpse-painted 
bludgeon, the pointillist flood of soursound, made 
from cascading specks of cold light, is all Barr. 

For a man given to prolific and idiosyncratic 
artistic expression, Barr is somewhat reticent when 
it comes to exploring what he does in public. 
The vivid obsessions present in all his work form 
a single concept that is very much alive and evolving 
- and to dissect something that still draws breath is 
to kill it. " It is much more emotional to me than 
intellectual," he says. "However, I can't really say 
what the content is, as it's all pretty subconscious. 
But it's also cold and technical, which invokes its 
own emotions. No one ever misses the point, as the 
point is all relative to the one thinking it." 
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Words: Jesse DarlirT 
Photography: Ian Newcombe 

Santogold/Diplo/A-Trak 

Central Park, New York 

New York in July and everybody's salty and 
half-dead, panting like dogs, cussing and 
grinding and chewing teeth. Some like it hot, 
hanging in wife-beaters and chewing gum on 
the sidewalk, freestylin' in the bus shelters, 
fanning themselves with the free papers, 
gliding down the boulevards on flat strappy 
sandals all skimp and primp and sun-tan. 
But for most of us it's too much: we're ragged 
and desperate and swallowing cottonmouth 
and running around between air-co and iced 
coffee and the grace of God who doesn't 
give a damn as usual despite the ululations 
of the store-front priests and the Jews for 
Jesus and the lowan missionary girls who 
come hunkering down in the park giving out 
wrist-bands to all the crust-punk junkies and 
the bike messengers and the art students who 
just stare lizard-eyed and not one bit angel- 
headed back. 

Santogold is New York's own - 'LES 
Artistes', for example, refers to the art-crowd 
wannabes of the Lower East Side, the crunked 



out, punked-out, post-gentrified portion 
of Manhattan where all the hipsters hang 
(squatters and junkies are hipsters too, says 
myfriend as we walk through the heat-haze 
of red brick and politick and punctured 
arms). This, in the words of Brooklyn hipster- 
commuter rag The L, is "her biggest show 
in New York by a long way." Seems like 
every maggot-headed hipster in town is 
ready to come and squirm fortheir reticent 
queen: they're all there in force, queuing 
and posing in their denim cutoffs and studded 

Ain't no fury like 
a hipster pwned 

belts and the heat, smoking cigarettes 
right up until the security check which 
stretches out ad infinitum like Gaza. 
Nobody's carrying a gun and everybody's 
got a little bit of grass in a sock or bra. 
It's a party. Everybody's salty. 

I'll be honest with you: I wasn't man 
enough for the queuing. Hell, that's what 
we do at home. It was packed out anyway 
and I didn't need the seethe. Instead I lay 
on the grass and gazed up the pant legs of 
a couple of teenage punk girls sitting in a 
tree and listened to the fuggy beats through 



the tree-line and mosquitoes. Diplo and 
A-Trak played an attention-deficit mash-up 
of mash-ups and broken-backed beats - 
from where I was, I couldn't get a handle 
on any of it long enough to even jiggle 
my knee. The MC - or more accurately 
here, the compere-sounded likeadickhead, 
all Barnum and Bailey and storefront 
preacher with no hype and no style. 
Everybody wanted to see Santi, even those 
of us unable to see shit; you could hear 
'em going crazy for her as she took the 
stage, but six songs - handled competently 
and without undue fuss, mess or passion, 
but then, it was hot man - and a scant 30 
minutes later it was all over and they were 
all streaming out of the stadium like molten 
larvae, sweaty and dead-eyed. 

The hipster blogs and the scenester 
rags had been raving about this show, but 
now they rage and sneer. Santogold got 
too big for her indie-boots (that Converse 
ad! Those GnarlsBarkley slots!) and then 
-at the crucial moment-failed to deliver. 
And the worst of it was: they all showed 
up! Got passionate about that shit! Ain't 
no fury like a hipster pwned, after all. 
Maybe it was just time for the glitter- 
spewing maggot queen to fly the nest. 



rd Base, Londc 

Outside of what should be a triumphant 
album launch for The Bug's London Zoo 
the ticketless form a giant scrum and get 
shouted at by (rude) security. Inside, 
Kode9's set opens with minimal, steady 
bass throbs before moving onto funky- 
sounding selections made from calculator 
error beeps. 

Sound cuts out to conversation- 
enabling levels occasionally before Kode 
brings back whole swathes of song. By the 
time Kevin Martin's juqqlinq London Zoo 



tracks, his MCs Flow Dan and Warrior 
Queen sound twice as loud as the 
rhythms. There's something seriously 
wrong. Speakers start cutting out 
completely. Martin gets on a microphone 
and tells a restless crowd that he's "deeply 
sorry" for the sound, the security, the 
venue, and for how we've been treated. 
There's half an hour of silence while 
someone goes down the road to get 
an amp that works. 

Later the careful, minimal Flying Lotus 
plays to who's left and gamely continues 
the party before airing his own quietly 



caustic electronica. It's a night of mixed 
messages and missed opportunities. 
Thorn Gibbs 

Efterkla ng 

The Brudenell, Leeds 

Capes. Shiny ones. Trousers that could have 
been knocked up by Maria Von Trapp. 
Efterklang look like some strange 
polygamous cult- a charming one, mind 
('spesh frontman Casper Claus) with 
beatific grins and shiny hair. The noise 
they make is other-wordly too. Epic. 
Bracing. Uplifiting. Post-pop, not post-rock 



beardies, OK? Think Arcade Fire. Then add 
(more) talking woodland creatures. 

New single 'Caravan' twinkles along, 
glockenspiel, handclaps and clashing, 



meshing vocals. The female ones are 
hidden by a speaker stack; the male ones 
come from bodies that stand wedged 
together on the Brudenell's bijou stage, 
limbs swooshing and meeting, capes 
twirling, bass heads nearly breaking bones. 
The Guardian reckon that this is the sort of 
music best enjoyed on headphones, alone. 
Wrong. This is anthemic, majestic, exactly 
the sort of thing that makes you grin at 
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emotionlessly at me 
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say yes! 

Words: David McNamee 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Indietracks 

Midlands Railway Museum, Derbyshire 
I feel sorry for Simon Price. Our party hasn't 
even left Brighton yet and already they're 
hurling abuse from the van at passers by. "THE 
MANICS ARE SHIT! "Indietracks, the twee-est 
event of the year, is miles away in rural 
Derbyshire and already it's damaging our 
psyche. It's as if to compensate for the cutesy 
overload of an indiepop festival with steam 
trains and a petting zoo, our bodies are 
somehow making our minds harder and more 
cuntish. "YOU'VE GOT STUPID HAIR!" 

"Why aren't Shrag headlining? Because no 
one likes them." This quip from main stage 
band Airport Girl is apparently VERY FUNNY 
if you're in a band playing this weekend, and, 
in some awful Invasion Of The Body Snatchers 
moment it suddenly occurs to me that I'm the 
only person here who isn't. But instead of the 
body snatchers pointing at me and emitting 
a brain-raping alien shriek upon finding an 
outsider in their midst, they're blowing kazoos 
and smiling and hammering a thousand tiny 
glockenspiel blows into my skull and Hello 



Kitty stares emotionlessly at me, from the pink 
bodies of Sanrio-special Stratocasters played 
everywhere by grinning fat men. It's the 
hottest day of 2008 and my brain swirls. 

Every single member of Comet Gain has 
individually dropped out of their much- 
anticipated performance. Apart from one. 

Jon Slade doesn't get to do his Dadaist 
stand-up (sample joke: "Q: Why is David 
Gedge banned from the adventure 
playground? A: Because he's a paedophile."*) 
but he grins and noodles his guitarthrough 
some improv-poetry performed by a girl band 
hastily shunted together out of passers-by and 
members of Shrag and everyone is staring at 
them open-mouthed. No one is quite sure 
what's going on. On the merch stall, one wag 
tags the Comet Gain records he's selling with 
a 'Featuring members of Comet Gain' notice. 

You feel bad about hatin' The Deirdres - 
a school-outing of 42 giggling children with 
xylophones -cos for them making actual 
songs isn't really the point as much as having 
loads of fun with your mates and getting to 
meet Los Campesinos!, and with an average 
age of about 21 they're easily the youngest 
band here and aw! But then you think, hold 
on, bythetime/was21 I'd put my a dual penis 
into at least three different fully grown 



people, and once you've done thatyou can't 
ever really get up and sing 'I Can Sing A 
Rainbow' with a straight face. They're not 
even the only band at the festival to do this. 

Los Campesinos! were so good as 
headlinersthatweactuallytravelledallthe 
way to Manchester for their next gig (text to 
friend: "I feel like a rapist."). We see lots of 
pleasant indiepop bands, a few good ones 
(Ballboy, Shrag, The Wave Pictures) and 
one excellent one (The Middle Ones), and 
for all the cynicism, Indietracks is actually 
completely ace. We ride miniature steam 
trains and talkto llamas. We sit on a hill in 
beautiful countryside and watch bands while 
the sunset explodes into crimson. We sit under 
clouds as big as spaceships and drink cider and 
the sky unexpectedly fills with hot air balloons 
and I think: "This is actually amazing. The best 
festival I've ever been to." 

That the bands could be so cloying just 
made the audience more hardcore, too. 
Festivals are always more about the audiences 
than the bands. I can only sum the experience 
up in the words of the unprompted 6am texts 
from my friend: "The fancy will repay yr next 
few hours! x" and, indeed, "What earth? :)". 

*Note: David Gedge is not actually a 
paedophile. 



strangers and rip posters off walls to take 
home. No headphones required. 
Natalie Boxall 

Indian Jewelry/XB 

Phoenix Grille, Irvine 

Seeing a slew of neo-tribal-psychedelic 
characters from Texas (a version of the 
state flag is prominently displayed) playing 
a set in the darkened confines of what is 
normally a bright, airy Orange County food 
court seems only appropriate. 

If Indian Jewelry exist to follow certain 
preset paths - their love for acts like 



Spacemen 3 and murky art-garage 
forebears is plenty evident -they also exist 
to up-end them, as singers become 
drummers, drummers switch to keyboard 



and the whole feels like a theatrical 



sneaking into unsuspecting locales. 
Oakland's XBXRX take a much 
different approach in their immediately 
preceding set, all matching uniforms, 
spasmodic intensity and little distinction 
between themselves, the furniture and the 
audience, all under as much white light as 
possible. About the onlv wonder at the end 



of their own crazily entertaining ant 
that they didn't spontaneously expk 
Ned Raggett 



Jaguar Lo 

Academy 2, Bristol 

I know little of booking agents, but it's 
reasonable to assume that Jaguar Love's 
is something of a rube. Or at least the type 
of deluded sycophant who believes the 
squeaky voiced dude from Blood Brothers 
to be so bright a star that it's reasonable to 
book his new posse into a 350 capacity 
venue before they've released a note. 



Funny thing is, he or she was right. 
I mean, sure, I count 30 people here, 
including band. But the Zepped-up party 
screamo of J L's Take Me To The Sea debut 
is so deliriously, indestructibly 
preposterous that we don't want to see 
weakness. We want 'em to be cartoon 
superheroes. And they are. Johnny Whitney 
simply ushers the crowd into the photopit, 
and proceeds to strut, squeal and 
otherwise perambulate like he's Prince 
at the Superbowl. He's Lion-0; he's 
He-Man; he's goddamn Mighty Mouse. 
Andrzej Lukowski 
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ghost man ghost 

Words: Louis Pattison 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Wild Beasts 

100 Club, London 

Hayden Thorpe peers out over the the front 
row, slender pencil moustache twitching 
lightly. The gig has gone well, he seems to 
think; or at least as well as expected, in front 
of this room of modern-day barbarians, with 
their plastic pint glasses and their bright 
training shoes and most unseemly manners. 
Well enough, at least, for a closing serenade. 
"Cheerio, chaps... "sway Wild Beasts, in 
chorus, "Cheerio, chaps, goodbye-e-e...". 

From whence did it come from, this 
nostalgia for the unremembered Twenties? 
Here come the young men, dressed as old 
men: British Sea Power, The Strange Death 
Of Liberal England, Jack Penate, 
iLIKETRAINS... each one a denial of modernity, 
peddling a backward-harking aesthetic. Think 
that fashionable theory dujour, hauntology, 
except cleaned of all dust and pock-marks, 
shot in vivid HD...and consequently, as jarring 
to a modern sensibility as a legion of phantom 



Roman soldiers marching through your 
bedroom wall. But then, it feels different with 
Wild Beasts. While some of their peers toy 
with history's trappings like one might lark 
around in grandfather's braces, there's a sense 
Wild Beasts choose to infuse themselves in 
history- perhaps as a means of reconciling 
present with past, or to retrace the footfalls 
of progress, magnifying glass trained Holmes- 
like on the floor for anything useful jettisoned 
along the way. 

They are not, for all their contrivances, 
free of the occasional straightforward pop 
moment -see the windswept 'The Devil's 
Crayon', or 'Brave Bulging Buoyant 
Clairvoyants', a Franz/Orange Juice moment 
that romps along on drummer Chris Talbot's 
jaunty disco hop. But elsewhere, Wild Beasts' 
music wavers and wobbles, gasps and swoons, 
high on its own spirit of adventure. 
'Woebegone Wanders' wafts between airy 
guitar balladry and stomping fairground 
waltz, Thorpe's larynx contorting in gymnastic 
whoops and whinnies. 'His Grinning Skull', 
meanwhile, demonstrates that being four 
young chaps is no barrierto channeling Kate 
Bush's intoxicated operatics, shrill guitar and 



elegaic piano tumbling from above like f istfuls 
of blossom. 

Wild Beasts' music is compelling in its 
oddity, but this oddity is also somewhat 
counter-productive, too -simply because it 
initially disguises that this band write pretty 
exceptional songs. Thorpe's lyrics, once you 
can parse them, are both archaic and oddly 
touching, peopled by drifting early 20th 
Century archetypes loosed from the clutches 
of memory and set free to splash around in the 
collective unconscious. Young hedonists glug 
from bottles, consult mystics, and ponder their 
own early deaths. Stout football players sweat 
their guts out on the field and sob their heart 
out in the dressing room. Tearful tommies 
pineforthe long hot summers gone as their 
colleagues rot in no man's land. And 
everything is soaked in an awareness of 
mortality - one all the more tart because said 
narrators are, presumably, also long since 
wormfood. By the time they bid us cheerio, 
you're almost convinced the illusion will 
persist, that they might walk off through that 
back wall, or scatter like dust on the wind. 
Instead, they thank us softly and bow out: 
humble to the end, eternally out of time. 



Nurse With Wo 



et Sounds, London Fi 

Surreal is not quite the word tor this show 

- it's far stranger than that. One of the UK's 

- no, scrub that, the worlds - weirder 
groups play London Fields Lido, to an 
audience partly in the pool, with speakers 
above and below the water. Sound travels 
faster under the surface, and it's a soggily 
strange experience ducking below the 
wavelets to sample to womb-like sound of 
creakiness, based suitably enough on the 
leviathan Salt Marie Celeste album, which 
are bubbling up from the depths. 

Those who did brave the sometimes 
crowded water reported that the sounds 



below were clear, like having them beamed 
straight to the centre of the forehead - 
being unable to swim really has its 
downsides at times like these. 

Other reports came later from an 
inhabitant of the nearby towerblocks, 
surprised and pleased to have their 
Saturday evening enhanced by wobbly 
avant-garde sounds drifting across the 
parks and houses of Hackney. 
Richard Fontenoy 

Truck Festival 

Hill Farm, Steventon 

Forget The Lemonheads - Saturday atTruck 
belongs to Danny And The Champions 



Of The World. With a voice in turn 
dripping in honey and rough as a brown 
bear's backside, Danny's engagingly beefy 
Americana comes with added jerky as a 
special treat.The sometime twosome's 
ranks are swelled by a cavalry of Truck 
performers adding sunshine harmonies, 
hairy monsters and rock fiddle. A proper 
come down (and meet the folks). 
With a special mention for the 
cinematic psychedelia of the Ralfe Band 
- menacing gypsies who just might steal 
you away - we'll pass onto Sunday, when 
The Nuns herald the day the way the 
good Lord intended. Swirling guitars, 
vintage Hammond and more attitude than 



you could shake a mitre at, this all-girl 
tribute to Sixties rockers The Monks 
leave the tent converted. 

At the other end of the attitude 
scale, a band as self-effacing as 
The Research just shouldn't work. 
However, because they know the 
difference between writing a song 
about being rubbish and being rubbish, 
their bumbling charms seduce. 

Piney Gir knows how to close a stage. 
Trumpeting kazoos, riotous stomp-alongs 
and a big dollop of humour aren't 
something incorporated in every jazz set. 
But they really should be. 
Georgina Terry 
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Bands don't make it up 
here that often, y'know 









days and nights in...brisbane 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Daniel Boud 

Plan B's editor-at-large brings up 
some words from down under 

It's sunny. You don't want to go out. You want 
to laze around on yr deck, drinking flat whites 
and idly watching trees move in the breeze. 
Want a change of pace? Drive 1 minutes, and 
you're in a forest - another 20, and you're on 
the coast where 20-foot jellyfish lurk. The 
Breeders played here the other night, and 
Kelley Deal announced that if she was ever 
going to move to the Southern Hemisphere, 
it would be to Brisbane. Welcome to our 
world, Kelley. 

Rock clubs have a choice: adapt (like 
New Farm's excellent river-front Powerhouse 
space, where the more cerebral events 
take place, such as the Room 40-curated 
improvisational series Liquid Architecture), 
or pretend they're in Melbourne 1 983. Most of 
the clubs along the tiny strip in the Valley take 
the latter approach. 



The friendly Ric's - where free gigs take 
place every night- reminds me of some kick- 
ass bar from Philadelphia (JC Dobbs, say): we 
watch pick-up garage band Young Liberals 
play a storming, unrehearsed set of 14 
deconstructed originals and the odd Velvets 
and Mod classic, and it's like we no longer 
have any cause to missDirtbombsor Mr Billy 
Childish. Sweet! Butcher Bird Jo yelps and 
dances Sixties a-go-go, leaping off stage to 
slap a gurning punter's ass; Gin Club stalwart 
Ben churns out stripped-back riff after riff, the 
set's highlight arriving with 'The Streets Are 
Paved With RobbieWilliams'(basedonatrue 
story happening in China, and consisting of 
the title chanted again and again). 

A packed (400-capacity) Zoo reportedly 
reaches temperatures of 40 degrees in 
summer, with rainforest-level humidity. 
Even at the height of winter, it's stifling. 
Three cracking gigs happen in the space of 
two weeks - local heroes Gin Club (a Wu 
Tang-ish collective of wastrel songwriters in 
love with The Triff ids and Seventies AOR, who 
stumble over mic interchange endearingly), 
The Breeders and Tricky. You don't need me 
to tell you how charming the Deal sisters are - 



especially dropped into the middle of 
nowhere, where they can totally relax 
and have violin solos and Spanish soliloquies 
cheered to the rafters. The night begins 
with three new songs, one of which details 
Kim's distaste for travel: and ends with 
a touching tribute to her Alzheimer's- 
suffering mother, 'Here No More', my throat 
choking on poignancy. In between, there are 
an awful lot of happy (grunge-era) people. 
Bands don't make it up to Brisbane that 
often, y'know. 

Tricky, meanwhile, plays a blinder-even 
if the funked-out country guitar lines 
occasionally remind me of an on-form Primal 
Scream. "Is that all he does?" asks my 
companion, in response to Tricky's composed 
aversion to the mic and fondness for public 
spliff, before absolutely losing his mind to a 
thunderous 'Black Steel'. I favour the spooked- 
out 'Pumpkin' myself, Tricky sounding like 
Lucifer himself as his voice cracks and croaks 
in tormented counterpart to the searing 
female lead. 

"Turn the microphone up. We can't hear 
you," shouts one debutante fan. 

Wait. That's the whole point. 



White De 



ristol, Louis 

Try as I might, I can't figure out whether 
White Denim's Workout Holidays a bunch 
of art rockers doing something very 
strange to garage, or if it's not the other 
way round, three garagites who've 
accidentally stomped into the leftfield 
and decided to have fun with it. 

I'm not losing sleep, but it's been 
gnawing at me a soupcon, and this gig 
doesn't answer the question at all. The 
aura of masculine camaraderie, lengthy 
improv passages and James Petralli's 
unselfconscious gurns of instrumental 
ecstasy suggest they might actually be 



whatlbelieveAmericansrefertoasajam 
band. But these aren't onanistic fret fests, 
they're chaotic, collaged deconstructions 
that vaporise whatever logic the songs 
may have once had. Confusing, but the 
breathtakingly vicious reboot of 'Let's Talk 
About It' - sucked in then blasted out in 
white hot, serrated shards of itself- is a 
thrill, no matter the rationale. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

Lounge On The Farm 

Merton Farm, Canter 

I believe festivals are places for teenagers 
to laugh in the face of danger and 
psychosis far from the watchful eyes 



of their folks, not for toddlers to do 
likewise under the glazed gaze of 
ineffectual parents. 

Lounge On The Farm lackadaisically 
plods along thus, with shambolic, school- 
fete organisation and wedding-reception 
marquees housing bric-a-brac stages 
that, though delightfully embracing 
independent spirit, undeniably rob 
their occupants of any spectacle. 

As the divine Holly Golightly, 
bleached by sunlight and white canvas, 
plays to an audience of crossed-legged 
impassives, and Los Campesinos! 
Gareth gleefully cartwheels across the 
main field unnoticed by the oblivious, 



organic-wine sodden festivalgoers, 

I wonder where the actual music fans are. 

Friday's headline slot - Holy Fuck's 
mesmeric, tactile, electronic post-rock 
set, sprouting more cables than a jammed 
Thirties switchboard - peaks too soon, 
leaving the weekend to the whims of the 
likes of Art Brut, who have already 
produced a laughably maladroit 
performance complete with lumbering 
social commentary, and The New York 
Dolls - supposed inspiration to the 
Sex Pistols - who fail to uphold their 
flagging proto-punk credentials with 
cock-rock impotence. 
JayCapeling 
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PLUS GUESTS 
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1 


October 
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% 


SAT 


04 


OXFORD ACADEMY 


0844 477 2000 


SUN 


05 


NORWICH WATERFRONT 


01603 508 050 


TUE 


07 


GATESHEAD SAGE 2 


0191 443 4661 


WED 


08 


EDINBURGH LIQUID ROOM 08444 999 990 


THU 


09 


GLASGOW ARCHES 


08444 999 990 


SUN 


12 


NOTTINGHAM ROCK CITY 


08713 100 000 


WED 


15 


PRESTON 53 DEGREES 


01772 893 000 


THU 


16 


SHEFFIELD PLUG 


0114 241 3040 


FRI 


17 


BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 2 0844 477 2000 


SAT 


18 


LONDON SB EMPIRE 


0844 477 2000 


TUE 


21 


BRIGHTON CONCORDE 


01273 673 311 


WED 


22 


CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 


01223 511 511 


THU 


23 


BRISTOL ANSON ROOMS 


0117 929 9008 


FRI 


24 


EXETER LEMON GROVE 


01392 425 309 


SAT 


25 


PLYMOUTH UNIVERSITY 


WWW.UPSU.COM 


24 HR CC HOTLINE: 0871 2200 260 / WWW.GIGSANDTOURS.COM 
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MON 13 EDINBURUGH SNEAKY 



PEATS 
LOUNGE 



TUES 14 MANCHESTER RUBY LOUNGE 

WED 15 L O N D O N OLD BLUE LAST 
FRI 17 SOUTHSEA THE FAT FOX 

SAT 18 L O N D O N be@proud galleries 



WWW.THECOASTMUSIC.COM 
WWW.MYSPACE.COM/THECOASTMUSIC 
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Arnalds ♦>*. 

Saturday 25 October 

union chapel, 7pm 
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\ KdKIKinq 

plus special guests 

% thursday 2nd October 

NIGHT N DAY CAFE, MANCHESTER 
0871 424 4444 

friday 3rd October 

ICA : THE MALL, LONDON SW1 Y 5AH 
ica.org 0207 930 3647 

08700 603 777 
ticketweb.co.uk 08700 600 100 

0871 220 0260 artistticket.i 

A Mean Fiddler presentation by arrangement with Primary Talent International 



THE SUN RA ARKESTRA 
DON CABALLERO 



DON Ci 
F U C K I 
ACID MOTHI 
K I D 

F L W E R - C C 

PART CHIMP 

SHITMAT & D. 

BODUF SONGS 

TODD TREN 

A U F G E 

STEARICA 

I'M BEING GOOD 

APATT MUGSTAR 

SJ ESAU 

HEY COLOSSUS 

GRAVE 

ARABROT INVASION 



K E D 
MOTHER'S 
D 6 

! - C R S A 



TRENCHER 
E H 



D U P 

R'S TEMPLE 

6 6 

R S A N DUO 

NEPTUNE 

SCOTCH EGG 

RAMESSES 

HER VIALKA 

H B E N 

III 

LORDS 

KATIE STELMANIS 

TEAM BRICK 

ZUNZUNEGUI 

I H U R S T 

DETHSCALATOR CHOPS 



BROMANCER 



ILGOBUNI 



DEFIBRILLATORS 



ILLEGAL SEAGULL CURATING THE SMALL 

THE BUGBRAND BUILD AN OSCILLATOR WORKSHOP 

ANY MORE ACTS TO BE CONFIMRED 
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A cutting edpe music festival 



7,8 & 9 November 2008 

93 Feet East, Bric\ Lane, London, El 6QL 

All weekend ticket £60 

Individual day tickets also available 

www.seetickets. com 

www.hokaben.co.uk 



www. my space, com/hokabenfestival 
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ROCK SOUND 



UK TOUR NOVEMBER 2008 

14: BRIGHTON, ENGINE ROOM 

15: EXETER, CAVERN CLUB* 

16: LEEDS, BRUDENELL SOCIAL CLUB* 

17: GLASGOW, STEREO* 



* = W/ TROPICS 

18: BELFAST, BLACK BOX 

19: DUBLIN, WHELANS 

20: MANCHESTER, STAR AND GARTER* 

21:TBA* 22: LONDON, ISLINGTON ACADEMY* 



UK TOUR 
SEPTEMBER 

1 2 BRIGHTON Engine Room 

' ^ SHEFFIELD Corporation 

i 4 GLASGOW Oron Mor 

15 &E1FAST Thfr Lfmclighl 

l6DUBUNWndoiB 

1 ? BlfttffNGHAM Medicine &ar 

1 S LONDON Uwfcrworfd 

]? BRISTOL Crah 
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WWW.MYSPADE.cnH/THEDDDnS 

SEPTEMBER 

2 DUNDEE DOGHOUSE 
0844 477 1000 

3 GLASGOW KING TUTS 
0844 499 9990 

4 NEWCASTLE THE CLUNY 
08713 100 000 

5 YORK THE DUCHESS 
08700 GOO 100 

G LEEDS FAVERSHAM 
WWW.SEETICKETS.GDH 

7 MANCHESTER R0ADH0USE 

0161 832 1111 

8 SHEFFIELD FUSION 
0114 222 8777 

10 BIRMINGHAM 
BAR ACADEMY 
0844 477 2000 



CREDIT CARDS: 

0844 576 5483 [24HRS] 

www.artistticket.cdm 
www.livenatidn.cd.uk 

A UVE NATION. SJM CONCERTS. DF. DHP 
+ EAT YOUR OWN EARS PRESENTATION 
BIT ARRANGEMENT WITH 
PRIMARY TALENT INTERNATIONAL 



EUROS CHILDS 

11 BATH HOLES 

01BB5 404 445 
IS BRIGHTON CDALITIDH 

0844 576 5483 
13 OXFORD ACADEMY S 

0844 477 2000 

NOTTINGHAM BODEGA 

08713 100 000 

BRISTOL THEKLA 

08713 100 000 

LONDON ULU 

0844 576 5483 




APPROXIMATELY 







David E. Sugar 

(laptop set) 

+ THE CAZALS 



plus special cuest 



CREDIT CRRDS: OSHH 516 5HB3 
BUY ONLINE RT LIVENRTION.CO.UK 

ujuj uj.ladLjtron.com 
ujujuj.mL|spcae.com/ladL|tron 



RESCHEDULED DATE FROM 24 APRIL 



FRIDAY 



SEPTEMBER 



London 
Astoria 

0871 231 0821 

Credit Cards Tel: 0844 576 5483 (24hrs) 
Buy online at Livenation.co.uk 
and www.myspace.com/digitalism 



Kitsune \M 



NEW CD AVAILABLE NOW 




TICKETS: 0844 576 5483 OR SB L I VE n RT I O n. co.uk 
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tour stories: 
peter and the wolf 

Words: Lauren Strain 

What method of transport do you 
favour on tour? What's been the 
best, and what's been the worst? 

"We've been trying to do a tour by 
Vespa down in Florida. We tried to tour 
by sailboat on the East Coast a while 
back - it was quite slow. Plus: very hot. 
We all got cabin fever. I think there was 
a mutiny but I was hallucinating so much 
I'm not sure if the captain went 
overboard or just some towels. A bicycle 
tour would be rad. I was fantasising the 
other day about a tour by foot. You could 
only go 20 miles a day or so, but it would 
be very relaxing and you could have 
cartoon bird friends who fly on to your 
shoulder and sing about how wonderful 
everything is." 

What's your favourite music to 
soundtrack the journey? 

"I'm really into this Fijian music right 
now. I met these native dudes out there 
who showed me a whole new way 
to sing harmonies, plus they have 
a different kind of booze called kava. 
It's mellower. But groovier. Fiji is really 
influencing the new stuff I'm writing. 
Go to Fiji. There are jungles and fruit 
bats and mangoes." 

Do you make use of the 
travelling time to read a lot? What 
are your favourite books? What 
are you reading right now? 

" I actually don't read much now 
because I'm working on two novels and 
a bunch of short stories and I don't want 
to be influenced. But I'm reading 
Lonesome Dove [by Larry McMurtry] 
anyhow - it's about a bunch of people 
in the middle of nowhere who don't have 
to deal with crowds, like, ever." 

How do you reduce boredom in 
airports/stations/backstage? 

"Beer/beer/helping the children. It's 
all for the children. Vote Obama." 

What's the first thing you do 
when you arrive in a new city? 

"Seriously, find beer. Usually by the 
time we get to town there have been at 
least two near-death experiences on the 
road courtesy of tweeked-out truckers, 
so a beer is very necessary." 

Where's the friendliest place 
you've ever been? 

"Hmm, they're awful nice-like in 
Utah. I think it's because they want you 
to stay and become a Mormon." 

Where's been the most hostile? 



"Oh man, my hometown! Austin, 
Texas is the only place we've gotten bad 
reviews in the paper and stuff. It's crazy. 
I think it's because people know you or 
have heard things about you that may/ 
may not be true so they get a weird 
perception of you. Other towns seem to 
either dig you or not care, but nobody 
kicks you harder than your own town." 

Please insert anecdotes from 
disastrous gigs here... 

"This one time we got booked at 
a college gig populated entirely by drunk 
frat guys. They just had this beer and 
really wanted to throw it. But we were 
in a good mood that day, like nothin' 
could touch us. So we pretended we 
were a dance band from South Africa. 
I just yelled at them in an accent and told 
the girls to drag all their drunk frat guy 
boyfriends up front for dancing. Then we 
played all our songs over a four-on-the- 
floor dance beat. They loved it. That's why 
I want to have a jam band. It's like 
Shakespeare said: "Where there are jam 
bands, there can be no evil." 

What's the absolute worst 
debauchery you've seen the road 
reduce people to? 

"Single dudes on tour become these 
crazy, depraved psychopaths who know 
they only have about five minutes of free 
time to meet girls before they have to 
start heading to the next town. I've seen 
dudes make out with gals while their 
boyfriends were RIGHTTHERE, just with 
their backs turned or something; that's 
enough to make you lose your faith in 
wholesome lovin' forever! But I'm saving 
myself 'til marriage, so I wouldn't know 
about any of that." 

What's the best thing about 
being away from home? What's 
the worst? 

"Well, I've been away from anything 
resembling a 'home' for some years 
now. Right now I'm recording in this 
cabin in the hills. I've pretty much 
adapted to it, but the one thing I miss 
is drinking beers with friends and not 
feeling like you're in a hurry to go 
anywhere. We had that a lot in Austin, 
Texas; and moonlight swims." 

One man band Redding Hunter will 
hijack whatever instruments he may find 
around him to tend his achey, oaky, 
broken songs. 

Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(September 1 2-1 4), Oxford 
Jericho (1 5), London The Social (1 6), 
Brighton Hope (17) 



a fistful of fandango 

Yacht, Fionn Regan, St Vincent and Someone 
Still Loves You Boris Yeltsin all play various 
showcases across five days. 
London 229 (September 2-6) 

akron/family 

Hippy hugs galore come courtesy of New 
York's ebullient, multi-instrumental troupe. 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 7), 
London Luminaire (8), Nottingham 
Bodega Social Club (9), Bristol Fleece 
(1 1 ), Dorset End Of The Road (1 2) 

all tomorrow's parties: the 
nightmare before Christmas 
2008 

ATP's now regular winter warmer returns 
with suitably macabre hosts in the form 
of Melvins and Mike Patton. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(December 5-7) 

all tomorrow's parties: release 
the bats 2008 

Get spooky with Shellac, Lightning Bolt, 
OM, Pissed Jeans, Wooden Shjips and 
Andy Weatherall. Les Savy Favjoin for the 
London shows. 

London Forum (October 30, 31 ), 
Birmingham Custard Factory 
(November 1) 

american music club 

After recent solo outings from frontman 
Mark Eitzel, American Music Club cross the 
Atlantic to perform as a whole. 
Belfast Empire (September 2), 
Manchester University (4), Glasgow 
Stereo (5), Newcastle Cluny (6), York 
Duchess of York (7), Bristol Thekla (9), 
Leicester The Musician (10), London 
Bush Hall (11), Dorset End Of The Road 
Festival (1 2), Exeter Phoenix (1 3), 
Cambridge The Graduate (1 5), 
Winchester Railway (1 6) 

antony and the Johnsons 

Prepare to shiver as Antony Hegarty's 
ghoulish vocals slice across the swooping 
scores of some orchestra or other (oh wait, 
that's. . .the London Symphony Orchestra). 
London Barbican (October 30-31) 

approximately infinite 
universe 

Finnish acts collaborate with American 
underground names. Featuring Islaja, 
Kemilalliset Ystavat, Es, Samara Lubelski, 
Skaters, Blevin Blectum and Fursaxa. 
Glasgow CCA (September 1 9), 
Aberdeen Lemon Tree (20), Sheffield 
Bar Academy (21), Birmingham Hare 
And Hounds (23), Newcastle 
Gateshead Sage (24), Manchester 
Contact Theatre (25), Bristol Cube (26), 
London ICA (27) 

baby dee 

Speaking of Antony Hegarty, his ex-harpist 
Baby Dee will enchantto equal lengths while 
showcasing her Safe Inside The Day 
London Union Chapel (December 2) 

bearsuit 

Norwich cuteniks bring their songs about 
foxy boxers (and Oh:ids blasphemous anti- 
Steven Spielberg anthem) to the capital. 
London Proud Galleries (September 
20), London Kings College (27) 



beyond the loop 

Three performances from three modern 
composers. Max Richter and his ensemble 
will perform The Blue Notebooks and Songs 
From Before, the Duke Quartet will interpret 
Steve Reich's Different Trains, and an 
appearance from John Metcalfe and band. 
London King's Place (October 1) 

blood red shoes 

Girl-boy growwwls from Brighton duo. 
Portsmouth Wedgewood Rooms 
(October 1 0), Leeds Cockpit (1 5), 
Manchester University (1 6), Newcastle 
Academy 2 (20), Norwich Waterfront 
(21), Birmingham Academy 2 (23), 
London Astoria 2 (24) 

british sea power 

Fresh from their festival in a pub atop 
a massive hill on the moors, BSP return 
to drape verdant foliage (in musical form) 
'round your shoulders. Aw. 
Brighton Corn Exchange (October 2), 
Southampton University (3), 
Cambridge Junction (5), Bristol Carling 
Academy (6), Birmingham Carling 
Academy (7), Newcastle University (9), 
Dundee Fat Sam's (1 0), Glasgow ABC 
(11), Manchester Ritz (1 2), Leeds 
Metropolitan University (1 3), Oxford 
The Regal (15), London Roundhouse 
(17) 

built to spill 

Doug Martsch comes to plaid us up. In 
London, they do Perfect From Now On in full. 
London Koko (Nov 4), Bristol Thekla 
(5), Oxford Zodiac (6), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (7), Glasgow KingTut's (8), 
Belfast Limelight (9), Dublin Academy 
(10) 

bon iver/bowerbirds 

Bon Iver's Justin Vernon escapes the 
Wisconsin wilderness to perform his 
acclaimed take on modern gospel. 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(September 1 1), Bristol Trinity Hall 
(1 2), Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(1 3), Manchester Academy 2 (1 5), 
Gateshead The Sage (16), Edinburgh 
Queens Hall (17) 

camera obscura 

They're ready to be heartbroken; and maybe 
you are, too. 

Manchester Club Academy (September 
5), London 229 (6), Leeds Faversham 
(14), Bristol Trinity Centre (1 7), 
Southampton Talking Heads (18) 

concrete and glass festival 

Shoreditch is overcome by music and art as 
30 gallery spaces and 1 8 venues spawn the 
likes ofTVOnThe Radio, Telepathe, James 
Holden and Mechanical Bride. 
London Shoreditch various venues 
(October 2-3) 

constantines 

I mean, I'd prefer to see them performing 
new record Kensington Heights in 
wintertime, all wrapped up in woollens with 
cinder toffee and fires a-snapping, but let's 
just be glad they're back anyway! 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(September 1 4), Glasgow Captain's 
Rest (16), London Bush Hall (17), 
London Wilmington Arms (1 8) 
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cowtown/indica ritual 

Indica Ritual bring the backwards bleep-pop 
and Cowtown bring the matching cardies. 
Grrrouchy goodness. 

London The Green Dragon (September 
3), London Bardens Boudoir (4), 
Wakefield Escobar (5), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (6), Stratford-Upon-Avon 
Cox's Yard (10), Milton Keynes 
Crauford Arms (1 2), Liverpool Zanzibar 
(13) 

CSS 

G litter tornado Lovefoxxx leads her 
provocative troupe back to your heart. 
Sheffield Leadmill (October 5), London 
Shepherd's Bush Empire (6), Norwich 
Waterfront (7), Coventry Kasbah (9), 
Manchester University (1 0), Edinburgh 
Liquid Rooms (1 2), Nottingham Rescue 
Rooms (13), Bristol Thekla (14), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (1 5) 

dananananaykroyd 

Are not as annoying as their name. 
With support from Johnny Foreigner. 
Derby The Venue (September 22), 
Brighton The Albert (29), London 
Madame Jo Jo's (30) 

digitalism 

These yumsome pioneers of sugar highs 
and electro-pop will make your feet trace 
geometric shapes across sticky disco floors. 
London Astoria (September 19) 

don caballero 

Much-cited bastions of complex art-angst 
RETURN. 

London 93 Feet East (November 7), 
Brighton Engine Rooms (8), Bristol 
Croft (9), Oxford The Regal (10), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (1 1), Glasgow 
Stereo (1 2), Belfast Black Box (1 3), 
Dublin Whelan's (14) 

efterklang 

After playing London's Field Day, the Danish 
natives will go back to their roots with a full 
performance of Parades backed by a great 
big enormous huge orchestra in a great big 
massive huge fancy hall in Denmark. 
Koncerthuset, Copenhagen 
(September 26) 

faust/shit and shine 

FEARTHE KRAUTROCK POWER OF FAUST. 
FEARTHE FOUR DRUMMERS OF SHIT AND 
SHINE. FEAR THEM HERE. 
London Cargo (September 2) 

fleet foxes 

Yawnsome darlings of. . .everyone, it seems. 
We mean 'yawnsome' in a good way, natch. 
Norwich Waterfront (October 28), 
Sheffield The Foundry (29), Bristol 
University Anson Rooms (30), 
Birmingham Custard Factory (31), 
Nottingham Trent University 
(November 12), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (5), Dublin Vicar Street (7), 
Glasgow ABC (8), Manchester 
Academy (9), London Shepherd's Bush 
Empire (1 0), Cambridge Junction (1 1 ) 

foals 

Etch-A-Sketch melodies and apocalyptic 
beats from Oxford's sensations. 
Aylesbury Civic Centre (September 
27), Cardiff University (28), Norwich 



UEA (29), Nottingham Rock City 
(30), Hull University (October 2), 
Liverpool Carling Academy (3), 
Aberdeen Music Hall (4), Glasgow 
Barrowlands (5), Newcastle 
Carling Academy (7), Manchester 
Academy (October 8), Leeds 
Academy (9), Lincoln Engine Shed 
(1 0), Southampton Guildhall (1 2), 
Bristol Carling Academy (1 3), 
Birmingham Carling Academy (1 4), 
London Brixton Academy (1 6), Oxford 
Carling Academy (December 1 2) 

ben folds 

Whimsical piano smarts from reasonable 

gentleman. 

London Shepherds Bush Empire 

(November 30) 

foot village 

London's genii Upset The Rhythm present 
the Culver City ensemble in all their sketchy, 
primal, inflamed glory. 
London The Luminaire (October 3) 

forever heavenly festival 

Celebrating 1 8 years of Heavenly recordings, 
with Doves, The Magic Numbers and Beth 
Orton. Expect 'Pounding', and stuff. 
London Southbank Centre (September 
12-14) 

John foxx 

Foxx - of Ultravox - continues his prolific 
solo career with a couple of exclusive dates. 
London Cargo (October 16), Leeds 
Town Hall (November 7) 

friendly fires 

Jarring pop from the St Albans threesome. 
Southampton Joiners (September 24), 
Northampton Roadmenders (25), 
Hull Adelphi (26), Liverpool Korova 
(28), Preston 53 Degrees (29), 
Glasgow KingTut's (30), York Duchess 
(October 1), Manchester Ruby 
Lounge (2), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach 
4), Oxford Academy (5), Brighton 
Audio (6), London King's College (7) 

frightened rabbit 

Cuddlesome tykes with toy instruments and 
thoughtful, windswept mini-anthems. 
Manchester Night And Day (September 
5), London 229 (6), Brighton 
Freebutt (7), Southampton Orange 
Rooms (8), Reading South Street (9), 
Leicester Firebug (10), Newcastle 
The End Bar (1 1 ), Dundee University 
Union (1 6), Aberdeen Barfly (1 8), 
Glasgow Arches (30), London Hoxton 
Bar And Grill (October 2) 

hauschka 

German pianistVolker Bertelmann arrives 
to fill the Union Chapel's hallowed arches 
with his modernist cadences. 
London Union Chapel (September 7) 

gemma hayes 

Irish folk mistress returns after a long period 
out of the spotlight. 
Wexford The Yard (September 2), 
Portsmouth Fat Fox (4), Hertford 
Marquee (5), Norwich Arts Centre 
(7), London Union Chapel (September 
8), Birmingham Glee Club (9), 
Oxford Jericho Tavern (1 0), Bristol 
Louisiana (12) 




now booking: calexico 

Words: Lauren Strain 

OK, so I read something about one 
of your songs, 'Crystal Frontier', 
being played IN SPACE recently. 
Please elaborate! 

Joey Burns: "Space is cool. The 
idea came from our friend Gabrielle 
Giffords, a local Arizona Democratic 
congresswoman whose husband is Mark 
Kelly, one of the astronauts aboard the 
recent Space Shuttle mission. The 
families have this tradition of choosing 
the wake-up music call from NASA 
ground control. I pondered which song 
of ours to choose; 'Lost In Space'? No. 
But 'Crystal Frontier' has significance on 
many levels. We don't know if the signal 
is still floating out there." 

Tell us a bit about your touring 
ensemble - will any of the guests 
on your new record. Carried To 
Dust, be making an appearance? 

"We are going to be bringing the 
Spanish musician Jairo Zavala, otherwise 
known as Depedro, with us. We recorded 
his debut album together in Tucson late 
in 2007. Plus, we will be playing with 
a great band from Calgary called 
Woodpigeon. There'll be a hell of a lot of 
people on stage by the end of the night." 

Where are your favourite 
places to visit? 

"We recently played in South 
America and visited the coastal town 
of Valparaiso, Chile. This place reminds 
me of San Francisco, but it feels like time 
stopped there in the late Twenties. 
Visiting places like Pablo Neruda's house 
made me want to settle into the scenery 
and just sit and write during the day and 
wander off to where the music played at 
night. I grew up by the coast and it made 
me realise how much I missed living by 
the ocean. 



I've told myself I would return to, for 
meditation. I was struck by the beauty 
of stillness and simplicity of the zen rock 
gardens. I made the connection to 
growing up by the Pacific Ocean and 
moving to the Sonoran Desert while 
sitting there. I found a continuity of 
tranquility in all these environments. 
The same thing happened to me 
musically when I began listening to 
music from around the world that delved 
into this minor mode or saudade-Wke 
expression. The movie LatchoDrom 
[which documents the Romany culture 
through the use of music and dance from 




India, Egypt, Turkey, Romania, Hungary, 
Slovakia, France and Spain] captures this 
beautifully." 

What gigs have you seen that 
have really stuck with you forever, 
and who do you find most 
inspiring, musically? 

"The Minutemen at Angel's 
Gate Park, San Pedro, CA: punk 
ethnomusicologists and blue collar beat 
poets. Nothing beats the fiery spirit of 
D Boon with Mike Watt and George 
Hurley. They were admitted music geeks, 
and paved the way for many a band to 
write and record more intuitively. 

"Also, John Cage and Charlie Haden's 
master classes at the University of Irvine, 
CA. While I was studying music these two 
master classes struck me because Cage 
and Haden told stories about their life 
and travels, their work and their 
philosophies. In this very technical 
environment of a University, they 
stripped away all of the bureaucratic 
bullshit and got to the sole importance 
of their art: the story-telling." 

Does the more you travel, and 
the more you see, change the way 
you think about certain things? 
Or does the more you travel make 
your views more certain? 

"I think that all people are basically 
good. I notice that our band, when 
travelling, have a positive outlook 
and so, when we meet people, that 
tone is felt.This underlines something 
I read yesterday on the plane by 
environmentalist John Francis, who took 
a vow not to use any motorised vehicle 
or talk for some 1 7 years. His basic 
grounding for helping the environment 
and the planet was that people should be 
good to each other. I feel like we are on 
that same path and have met many 
people who live the same way." 

Where have you encountered 
the friendliest people? Where 
have you encountered the least? 

"This varies depending on the 
local sports or football games that 
day. Rotterdam can be tricky, like when 
their Feijenoord won the national 
championship. Best to stay indoors! " 

Calexico bring their nightly noises and 
Mexican hums to the rainier regions 
of Blighty. 

Dublin Tripod (September 10), 
Edinburgh Queens Hall (11), Oxford 
Academy (1 2), Sheffield Leadmill 
(13), Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(14), London Forum (October 11) 
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fresh meat: the dodos 

Words: Lauren Strain 

What's the best gig you've played 
so far, and why? 

Meric Long: "We had some really 
fun shows in Montana. We played on the 
fourth of July in Bozeman, a pretty small 
town, and our expectations were kind of 
low considering I'd expect people to 
want to demonstrate their patriotism in 
other ways than listening to our dumb 
band play. But, since it was the fourth, 
people were just looking to get down - 
and it turned out to be quite a hoedown. 
Before our set there was this amazing 
fireworks display outside, and we got 
everybody to sing 'The Star-Spangled 
Banner'. It felt good to be an American, 
which hasn't happened in a while." 

What is it about playing live 
that makes you want to go back 
and do it again and again? 

" If you don't fight anyone with 
your kung fu skills, then your kung fu is 
useless; plus, it gets sloppy. Performing 
changes every night, and while it can 
start to feel uninspired and tiresome, 
there are always factors to throw you 
off. This may be slightly exaggerated, 
but I learn something new about myself 
and about performing every night." 

What's the worst crowd 
response you could imagine? 

"If people booed us, I'd feel glad that 
we had at least elicited some response; 
but plain, dumbfounded silence in a 
room where at least the social pressure 
to be polite exists would probably leave 
me second guessing my life." 

How will you while away the 
long and arduous flight from the 
US to the UK? 



kieran hebden and steve reid 

In which jazz drummer Reid (who's recorded 
with Fela Kuti, Sun Ra and Miles Davis) joins 
Mr FourTet to form a hammerhead of WOW. 
Throw yer hands up in despair in the face of 
such virtuosity (but enjoy doing so). 
London Dingwalls (November 20), 
Manchester Club Academy (21) 

the hold steady 

Raise right arm; raise left arm; SING ALONG. 
Oxford Carling Academy (September 
29), Manchester University (30), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (October 
2), Bristol Anson Rooms (4), 
Nottingham Rock City (5), Portsmouth 
Pyramid (6), London Roundhouse (8) 



"Dice, drinking Bloody Marys, and 
watching bad movies starring Mathew 
McConaughey. Which I misspelled." 

If you could do a tour by any 
mode of transport, how would you 
choose to travel? 

"Hovercraft! No land or water would 
be off limits." 

What do you hope people go 
home thinking after a Dodos gig? 

"I need to shower." 

Belfast Black Box (September 1), 
Dundee Doghouse (2), Glasgow 
KingTut's (3), Newcastle The Cluny 
(4), York The Duchess (5), Leeds 
Faversham (6), Manchester 
Roadhouse (7), Sheffield Fusion (8), 
Birmingham Bar Academy (1 0), Bath 
Moles (11), Brighton Coalition (12), 
Oxford Academy 2 (13), Nottingham 
Bodega Social Club (14), Bristol 
Thekla (15), London ULU (16) 

fellow travellers: also 
making their UK debut 

bodies of water 

Newly signed to Secretly Canadian, 
Bodies Of Water claim to combine 'the 
metaphysical intensity of gospel, the 
primitive gusto of punk rock, the sonic 
inclusiveness of tropicalia' and about 
a million things else. Sounds 
invigorating, for sure. 
London Shoreditch Concrete And 
Glass Festival (October 2), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (3), Middlesbrough 
Westgarth Social Club (4), Belfast 
Speakeasy (5), Dublin Whelan's (6), 
Galway Roisin Dubh (7), London 
Forum (w/Calexico, 11), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (13) 



holy fuck 

Tortured panels of electronixxx will SCREAM. 
Dials, buttons and pedals of fearsome fun. 
Newcastle Digital (October 6), Leeds 
Faversham (7) Stoke-On-Trent 
Sugarmill (9), Sheffield Leadmill (1 2), 
Nottingham Bodega Social Club (1 5), 
Oxford Carling Academy (1 7), London 
King's College (18) 

hot chip 

The London quintet bring their slanted-and- 

enchanted electro to YOU.With tour support 

fromMAXTUNDRAAAAAA. 

Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 5-7), 

Southampton Guildhall (October 23), 

Cardiff University (24), Liverpool 



hokaben festival 

Brand new festival priding itself on 
having "not a foppish indie band or 
yawnsome postrock band in sight" . 
Hence: the Sun Ra Arkestra, Don 
Caballero, Fucked Up,Aufgehoben, I'm 
Being Good, Hey Colossus and more. 
www.myspace.com/hokabenfestival 
London 93 Feet East, November 7-9 



Academy (25), Leeds Academy (26), 
Sheffield Academy (28), Birmingham, 
Academy (29), Cambridge Corn 
Exchange (30), Manchester Apollo 
(November 1), Glasgow Academy (2), 
Leicester University (3), Brighton 
Dome (5), London Brixton Academy 
(6-7) 

mark kozelek w/ sun kil moon 

Red House Painters' main man returns with 
his gentle odes to boxers, apparently (debut 
LP Ghosts Of The Great Highwaykalured 
songs based on the lives of Salvador Sanchez 
and, yes, Sun-Kil Moon). New record April 
features indie-folk heavyweights Will 
Oldham and Ben Gibbard. 
Brighton Concorde 2 (September 
1 0), Manchester Roadhouse (1 1 ), 
Birmingham Barfly (1 2), Dorset End of 
the Road Festival (1 3), Glasgow Stereo 
(1 5), Nottingham Rescue Rooms (1 6), 
London Scala (1 7), Bristol Thekla (1 8) 

lambchop 

Silence in the pews for Kurt Wagner's crew. 
London Union Chapel (November 3,4) 

the last shadow puppets 

Alex Turner and mate Miles Kane of The 
Rascals bring their post-apocalyptic drama- 
pop (with strings orchestrated by Final 
Fantasy's Owen Pallett) to packed houses. 
Wolverhampton Civic (October 1 1 ), 
Manchester Apollo (1 2), Leeds 
Academy (13), Glasgow Academy (22), 
Sheffield City Hall (23), Hammersmith 
Apollo (26), Newcastle Academy (27) 

jamie Udell 

Everyone's favourite smoothie pads back 
into the spotlight to work his way through 
latest record, Jim. 

Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 5), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(rescheduled December 14) 

lords 

Roar-some mightiness from Gringo rockers. 
Nottingham Art Organisation (October 
24), Newcastle Cumberland Arms (26), 
London Luminaire (28), Cambridge 
Portland Arms (29), Brighton Engine 
Rooms (November 1), London 93 Feet 
East (8) 

lykke li 

Swedish pop toughie mixes cute, cruel 
'n' caramel in equal measure. 
Sheffield Plug (September 29), London 
Scala (October 1), Brighton Concorde 2 
(2), Bristol Thekla (6), Liverpool Carling 
Academy (8) 

mahjongg 

More Upset The Rhythm-curated chaos, with 
support from Caldera Lakes, Kevin Shields 
and Married In Berdichev Musical Revue. 
London Bardens Boudoir (October 23) 



the coast 

Hooks'n'barbs'n'spikes'n'shimmers 
from Canada's 'best kept secret', 
reaching our shores for the first time. 
Edinburgh Sneaky Pete's (October 
13), Manchester Ruby Lounge (14), 
London The Old Blue Last (1 5), 
London The Lock Tavern (16), 
Southsea The Fat Fox (1 7), London 
Proud Galleries (18) 



manda rin 

Our vengeful scribe settles some scores. 
London The Fly (September 8) 

melvins 

Support comes from Big Business and Porn. 
Cardiff The Point (September 1 0), 
Sheffield Plug (30), Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (October 1), 
Manchester Academy 2 (2), Brighton 
Concorde 2 (6) 

mercury rev 

Mind expanding solipsists slip and slide back 
into yer bloodstream. 

Manchester University (November 5), 
Leeds Academy (6), Birmingham 
Carling Academy (7), Newcastle 
Carling Academy (9), Bristol Carling 
Academy (1 2), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (13), Oxford Carling 
Academy (14) 

meshuggah 

Riffs riffs metal metal riffs metal riffs. Yeah ! 
Brighton Concorde 2 (September 4), 
London Astoria 2 (5), Newcastle 
Carling Academy (6), GlasgowThe 
Garage (8), Manchester University (9), 
Sheffield Corporation (10), 
Birmingham Carling Academy 2 (1 1), 
Bristol Academy (1 2), Nottingham 
Rock City (1 3), Connect Festival (29) 

metronomy 

Synchronise your dance moves with these 
sax-touting indie-electro youngsters who 
are, strictly, robots. 
Bestival (September 5), London 
Shoreditch Airwaves Festival (18), 
Liverpool Korova (October 28), Leeds 
Cockpit (30), London ULU (31) 

mgmt 

Rehearse the lyrics of 'TimeTo Pretend' 
and adopt an appropriately jaded, young- 
professional outlook for the eve. 
Leeds Academy (November 5), 
Nottingham Rock City (6) Bristol 
Academy (7) Glasgow Barrowlands 
(9), Birmingham Academy (1 0), 
Manchester Academy (1 1), London 
Forum (27), London Shepherds Bush 
Empire (28) 

mogwai 

Scottish post-rock fixtures ladle up brews of 
doom and twinkles from newie The Hawk Is 
Howling. Support from Fuck Buttons. 
Edinburgh Corn Exchange (October 
2 1 ), Manchester Academy (23), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (24) 

jason molina 

The man behind Magnolia Electric Co and 
Songs:Ohia goes it alone. 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(September 12) 
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end of the road 

Let's all herald a return to the leafy 
copses and verdant meadows of 
Wiltshire with a big bowl of 
strawberries and a glass of champers, 
eh? This, the third instalment of the 
UK's 'best new festival' (as judged by 
the UK Festival Awards 2006), sees 
Mercury Rev, Two Gallants, Micah P 
Hinson, Mountain Goats, SunKilMoon 
and A Hawk And A Hacksaw guest. 
www.endoftheroadfestival.com 
Dorset LarmerTree Gardens 
(September 12-14) 



juana molina 

Argentinian vocalist Molina stuns with 
material from new record, Un Dia. 
London LSO St Luke's (October 5) 

of montreal 

Polyvinyl's indie-pop masquerade ball hits 
Koko's appropriately theatrical stage with 
(no doubt) mimes, props and heartfelt 
trauma courtesy of ringleader Kevin Barnes. 
London Koko (October 16) 

okkervil river 

Texan clatter merchants bring their circus 
of tour stories back to the country that 
LOVESTHEM SO (this is their third UKtour 
in around a year). 

Norwich Waterfront (November 5), 
Manchester Academy 3 (6), Dublin 
Academy (7), Glasgow Oran Mor (9), 
Wolverhampton Wulfrun Hall (10), 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire (11), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (1 2) 

one little plane 

Dreamy goodness from Kieran Hebden's 
protege (she's signed to hisText label, see). 
Dorset End of the Road Festival 
(September 12) 

oxes 

Baltimore noise merchants with animal 
appetites. Plus Bilge Pump, Lords in London. 
Brighton Freebutt (October 25), 
London Luminaire (28) 

ponytail 

5-beloved wide-eyed guitar manglers. 
London Barden's Boudoir (September 
4), Nottingham Chameleon (5), 
Brighton The Albert (6), Manchester 
Satan's Hollow (8), Liverpool Korova 
(9), Dublin Whelan's (10), Galway 
Roisin Dubh (11), London Astoria 2 
(20),LondonTheEnd(22) 

pumajaw 

Trinkets and surprises from Pinkie Maclure 

and John Wills' Curiosity Box, will have you 

in rapture. 

London Black Gardenia (September 

22) 

rolo tomassi 

Opinion-splitting youngsters peddle their 
shrieks and screams to a salivating public. 
London Old Blue Last (September 22), 
Bristol The Croft (23), Birmingham 
Barfly (24), Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(25), Glasgow Barfly (26), Nottingham 
Bodega Social Club (27), Cambridge 
Portland Arms (29), Leicester Firebug 
(30), Gloucester Guildhall (October 3), 
Bournemouth IBar (5) 



pelican/torche 

We can almost guarantee that all 
members of both bands will have 
significantly damaged their eardrums 
by the end of this mammoth tour; and 
that you'll have witnessed some serious 



Brighton Engine Room (September 
12), Sheffield Corporation (13), 
Glasgow Oran Mor (14), Belfast The 
Limelight (1 5), Dublin Whelans (1 6), 
Birmingham Medicine Bar (1 7), 
London Underworld (18), Bristol 
Croft (19) 



roots manuva 

PlanBzow\ star slimes you at the 
following venues. 

Gateshead The Sage (October 7), 
Edinburgh Liquid Room (8) Glasgow 
Arches (9) Manchester Warehouse (11) 
Nottingham Rock City (1 2) Coventry 
Casbar (1 3) Preston Club53 (1 5) 
Sheffield Plug (16) Birmingham 
Academy 2 (1 7) London Shepherds 
Bush Empire (18) Brighton Concorde 
(21 ) Cambridge Junction (22) Bristol 
Anson Rooms (23) Exeter Lemon Grove 
(24) Plymouth University (25) 

santogold 

All those who denounce 'LES Artistes' as 
notxhe single of the year thus far, step up. 
You are WRONG. 

London Koko (September 3), Isle Of 
Wight Bestival (5), Manchester Becks 
Fusion Festival (6) 

seasick steve 

Shiver yer timbers with the Salty Dog dude 
as he mans the big ol' stage everyone wants 
to play. 

London Royal Albert Hall (October 1), 
Southampton Guildhall (3), Bristol 
Academy (5), Brighton Dome (7), 
Nottingham Rock City (9) 

Sebastian tellier 

A round of applause, please, for Monsieur 
Tellier's 47 points at Eurovision. 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 7), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire 
(October 2) 

shearwater 

Plan B's heartbreaker of choice, Jonathan 
Meiburg, brings his powerful vignettes of 
the wilderness to apt surroundings. 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(September 1 3), Oxford Zodiac (1 4), 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (1 5), 
Manchester Roadhouse (16), London 
Bush Hall (17), Dublin Whelan's (19), 
Belfast Speakeasy (20), Galway Roisin 
Dubh (21) 

sigur ros 

As if you didn't already have enough reasons 

to up sticks and move to Iceland, Sigur Ros 

return to TAUNT YOU. 

London Alexandra Palace (November 

20,21) 

slow club 

Boisterous boy/girl duo impress with their 
super skilled racket and bottle-hitting. 
MiddlesboroughThe Knights 
(September 19), Wakefield Escobar 
(20), Hull Adelphi (21), York Fibbers 



mountain goats 

Sometime Plan Ascribe John Darnielle 
trots his Goats to pastures new. 
Dorset End Of The Road Festival 
(September 1 2), London ULU (1 5) 



(22), Leeds Brudenell Social Club (23), 
Birmingham Rainbow (24), Liverpool 
Barfly (25) 

stranger songs festival 

Super intimate gatherings for the 
appreciation of Micah P Hinson, Benjamin 
Wetherill, Thomas Truax and more. 
Cheltenham The Frog And Fiddle 
(September 6) 

sun ra arkestra 

Come and board your jazz-fuelled space 

mission (in the basement of Manchester's 

coolest venue). With support from Solar 

Fire Trio. 

Manchester Islington Mill (September 

27) 

swn 2008 

This be the second outing of Radio 1 DJ 
Huw Stephens' new festival, which spans 
sixteen venues, from poky coffee shops to 
the 500-capacity noisebox Clwb Ifor Bach. 
Cardiff various venues (November 1 4- 
16) 

this ain't no picnic 2008 

Mildly threatening festival name finds itself 

undermined by the cuteness of performers 

Bearsuit and Cats In Paris. 

London King's College (September 

27-28) 

toumani diabate 

The Malian virtuoso and his trusty kora head 
a battalion of instrumentalists (also known 
as the London Symphony Orchestra) as part 
of the Barbican's 'Autumn Contemporary 
Events' series. 
London Barbican (October 29) 

two gallants 

Rollicking tales of way-out-West violence - 
with all the heat of the scorched mid-West 
plains-from the fire-filled, fearsome duo. 
London Amersham Arms (September 
12), Dorset End Of The Road 
Festival (13) 

vessels 

Bubbling just under the surface for a couple 
of years now, Vessels finally erupt into your 
consciousness with the strung-out 
unpredictability of White Fields And 
Open Devices. 

London Buffalo Bar (September 3), 
Isle Of Wight Bestival (6), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (13), Cambridge 
The Portland Arms (October 10), 
ChichesterThe Chichester Inn (11), 
Reading Oakford Social Club (1 2), 
NewcastleTheEnd(15),GlasgowThe 
Captain's Rest (1 6), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (1 9), Brighton The Freebutt 
(23), London Brixton Windmill (25), 
Bristol The Croft (26) 

the warehouse project 

Literally everyone in the UK must have been 
to one of Manchester's Warehouse Projects 
by now. If you haven't: NOW ISTHETIME. 31 
parties take place in an underground bunker 



the Jeffrey lewis band 

New Yoik's cherished storyteller, 
comic writer and all-round loveable 
nerd Lewis is hungry for more UK 
action. Wholesome puppies the Wave 
Pictures support. 

Isle Of Wight Bestival (September 
6), Brighton Concorde 2 (8), Cardiff 
Clwb Ifor Bach (10), Sheffield Plug 
(13), Dorset End of The Road 
Festival (14), Manchester Club 
Academy (1 5), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (1 6), Bristol Thekla (1 7), 
London Scala (18) 



beneath Piccadilly train station across 1 4 
weeks. The Bug, Tricky, Dizzee Rascal, 
Squarepusher and curations from Skream 
and Benga are among the confirmed so far. 
www.thewarehouseproject.com 
Manchester, Store Street (September 
26-January 1) 

wet dog 

We're loyal to Wet Dog like a puppy to kibble. 
Therefore, sniff 'em out at the following 'DIY 
Blockbuster' gig, which chimes with an art 
exhibition held at Leeds' New Briggate 
Gallery; a group show, to which artists like 
Francois, Yeborobo, Wet Dog, Lords and Lisa 
of Bearsuit have all contributed portraits of 
DonaldTrump (orThe Planets). That's right. 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(September 5) 

why? 

One off date as part of European tour. 
Altogether now: "Cheeri-a, cheeri-e, cheeri- 
l cheeri-o, cheeri-youuuuu. . . " 
London Scala (November 4) 

wildbirds and peacedrums 

Bewitching Swedish duo play primal blues 
and ecstatic soul music. 
Manchester Deaf And Dumb 
Institute (September 8), Belfast 
Pavilion (9), Dublin Crawdaddy 
(10), Leeds Brudenell Social Club 
(11), Nottingham Rescue Rooms 
(1 2), Bristol Cube (1 3), Dorset End 
Of The Road Festival (14), London 
Hoxton Bar And Kitchen (15), 
Brighton Prince Albert (1 6) 

wire 

Welcome, ye lords of avant. 
London Scala (September 8), Leeds 
Metropolitan University (9), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (10), 
Glasgow Arches (1 1 ), Manchester 
Academy 3 (1 2) 

yacht 

Jona Bechtolt (and girlfriend) bring 
previously unseen moves to the table 
(and floor, chairs, stage, sometimes ceiling). 
Do not attempt at home. 
Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (September 2), 
Bristol Start The Bus (4), Bestival (5), 
Southend Chinnerys (6) 

james yorkston 

Fatherly gent Yorkston dons the guise of 
a whisky-weary sage in support of new 
LP, When The Haar Rolls In. 'Haar' is Scots 
for 'fog', and is also representative of 
the noise you make if the title of this record 
happens when you're in your car. 
Edinburgh The Caves (September 1 7) 
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situation hot 



Words: Stevie Chick 
Illustration: Matthew The Horse 



Arabian Prince 

Innovative Life: The Anthology 1984-1989 
(Stones Throw) 

"The Arabian Prince is as strange as can be/Living 
his life in a pyramid, see?" - 'Strange Life' 

The year is 1 988, and the classic line-up of NWA 

- Ice Cube, Dr Dre, Eazy E, DJ Yella and MC Ren - 
have just released their epochal second album, 
Straight Outta Compton, a dense, thrillingly 
noxious blast that will mark a new chapter in 
hip-hop's nascent history book and swiftly recast 
their Californian hometown as a byword for 
urban violence and dysfunction. 

But wait a second. Rewind. The story begins 
earlier than that, and it's weird as hell. 

The year is 1 987, and, despite being in 
an embryonic state, NWA have just released 
their debut album, NWA And The Posse. It is, 
in truth, a compilation of artists on Eazy E's 
fledgling Ruthless Records label, some of whom 

- Rappinstine, the Fila Fresh Crew- have only 
the most tangential relation to NWA, 
represented here by three tracks from their 
earlier 'PanicZone' single. 

To say 'Panic Zone' is unrepresentative of 
NWA during their brief, ballistic heyday is an 



when his contemporaries were the likes of 
Egyptian Lover and World Class Wreckin' Cru. 
They wouldn't sound out of place on the 
soundtrack to Grand Theft Auto: Vice City; the 
crisp syn-drums and the glacial synthesiser 
melodies locate Arabian Prince within some 
pastel polyester fantasia. Innovative Life serves 
as more than mere period piece, however: on 
this evidence, figure Arabian Prince as some 
priapic street pharaoh; lustfully superhuman, 
the Shaft archetype rewritten with a little 
Pyramid mystique. 

If the early digital production and seamy 
atmosphere suggest the influence of Prince 
Nelson Rogers, the Arabian lacks the Purple 
One's relative lyrical subtlety (check 'Innovator', 
wherein Lezan's production genius has reduced 
his paramour to a helpless gush: "What's that 
stuff running down herleg?/Juicy! Juicy!"). But 
these tracks are still a buttload of campy fun, like 
'Let's Hit The Beach' (where gleaming synths 
battle seagull FX to underscore the murmurings 
of the Prince, audibly distracted by the female 
flesh on display), or 'Situation Hot' (which 
imagines a lust-linked temperature spike causing 
records to melt). 

Arabian Prince's fusion would continue on 
past his collaboration with NWA. Donning the 



On this evidence, figure Arabian 
Prince as some priapic street 
pharaoh, lustfully superhuman 



understatement: synth-heavy, and boasting 
the kind of rigid old-skool rapping acts that 
Public Enemy had already made archaic, the 
track reduces NWA to a grubby choir barking 
choruses in praise of the track's producer, a 
fleeting member of the group who celebrates his 
own damn self via vocoder and who will soon fly 
the coop to make way for incoming MC Ren. 

If you stop to imagine what might have 
happened to NWA had Arabian Prince remained 
Attitudinous (he appeared on... Compton's 
sleeve, but only contributed vocals to 
'Something 2 Dance 2'), you'll most likely 
conclude the answer to be 'nothing'. The 
Prince's style is entirely at odds with what would 
become NWA's milieu; gritty realism wasn't his 
thing, and his humour was more implied than 
blackly explicit. Arabian Prince's milieu wasn't 
the street but the club, and his music - exotic, 
electronic, aspirational and fantastical - 
preserves forever the more audacious fantasies 
of this era's street synthesiser music. 

Arabian Prince was born Mik Lezan. Like 
Herman 'Sun Ra' Blount before him, he fused 
science fiction and Afrocentric ideals in creating 
his artistic alter-ego - although the Prince's 
hungers and interests were mortal. The tracks 
on Innovative Life collect early singles, recorded 



nom du rap Professor X - a nod to the 
wheelchair-bound leader of Marvel's TheX-Men 
-he released 'Professor X (Saga)'; included 
here, it pares back the synths to a hypnotic 
go-go pulse between the electro of the past 
and the booty-bass sex rap of DJ Assault that 
was to come. 

This was the unique space Arabian Prince 
inhabited, his proto-ghettotech productions 
weaving eerie Eastern melodies into robotic 
synthscapes as vocodered, stentorian raps found 
him towering above women made molten by his 
sex appeal. But such fantasies had little place in a 
rap scene quickly won over to the charms of 
haywire reportage and visceral dramas, and 
Lezan himself abandoned this sound for two 
subsequent Nineties albums - Brother Arab and 
Where's My Bytches? - that attempted to recast 
the Pharoah as a street gangsta in the wake of 
NWA's success. They stiffed, and the Prince has 
since gone on to find employment as a video 
games tester and proprietor of his own street 
fashion label, Onefader. 

There are rumours that Lezan's Professor X 
incarnation has recently been revived; for 
now, the fact that this eccentric and inspired 
music is being rediscovered is reason enough 
for celebration. 
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sweet dreams 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Illustration: Ceson Pelizer 

Fujiya And Miyagi 

Lightbulbs (Full Time Hobby) 

"Eureka!" I cry, at the idea of disco songs about ice 
cream. It's like Can singing about soup and Vitamin 
C, only more sweet-toothed and pop-toned; beats 
are scattered, like a handful of hundreds and 
thousands, over the first track's chant. "Van-ill-a, 
straw-ber-ry, knickerbocker glo-ry/' whispers David 
Best, counting out the syllables as though to 
prolong some illicit pleasure. His partner Steve 
Lewis provides a fast Krautrock chug, colliding with 
the "Uh, uh, oh "of the following track ('Uh') in 
onomatopoeic revelry. It's what you've been 
craving since the sun came out in July. 

The third track drops in as cheekily as the Artful 
Dodger's footsteps - "pick pick pock-et" - all 
itching and electric, with steadily-plotted peaks 
and hands-up rhythmic slides. The duo (plus Lee 
Adams on drums) throw disco back to PiL, David 
Byrne and Tom Tom Club's street parties of lettered 
rhymes. They warm up joints and jostle mornings 
into action just as brilliantly as !!! did on 'Me And 
Giuliani Down By The School Yard'. But Lightbulbs 
is about more than disco or dancefloors. And 
something makes me like Fujiya And Miyagi more 



than I liked ! ! ! . Not just because their name comes 
straight out of The Karate Kid, or because I've 
anything against snake-hipped New York hipsters 
with cowbells, but because Fujiya And Miyagi seem 
like they'd be less. . .arrogantly sweaty, and more 
adept at conversation - not just sensual or sensory, 
but literary, too. As on their Nabokov-referencing 
sophomore (Transparent Things) that spilled past 
onto present, language here in Lightbulbs is used 
as rhythm, with literature as an allusive fairground. 
The lyrics reflect the music, saying just as much 
about the sound: "Hans Christian Andersen plays 
musical statues, "sings Best, and beats are "as 
prickly as two porcupines". References to the 
everyday appear spontaneously, and images occur 
as incisive snapshots; like when you're dancing 
really hard and a banal thought pops up - "We 
could paint our walls magnolia/Or buy a 
dishwasher. . . " - so that, by the time you've 
thought about it, your friends are wondering why 
on earth you've stopped dancing as the song still 
bounces on. 

Lightbulbs is about what happens to music 
when the sounds made by letters, words and 
language willingly meet the sounds that machines 
make (synths, computer processed beats), and the 
sounds that we make, too. Lightbulbs pieces 
pictures together, treads on colour-changing 
dancefloors, plays video games at amusement 



arcades on Brighton Pier or at the Blackpool 
Illuminations. Fujiya And Miyagi are multi-role- 
playing musicians-technicians, electricians, or 
ice cream parlour waiters. And they send 
themselves off -high-kicking, a book beneath 
their arm - bringing fragments of sound, light 
and language to our daily, dancing presents. 

Hannah Gregory talks to David Best 

You articulate your words well, as though phonetics 
are very important. 

"Stretching out words began as a necessity, as I haven't got 

the strongest voice, but now it's part of our sound. Steve had 

the idea to have the vocals louder on this record than on 

TransparentThings, which hopefully makes it feel more 

personal to whoever is listening. The whispering makes it 

feel even more intimate." 

What influenced the creation/production of 

Lightbulbs! 

"I've been listening to deep and Northern Soul, Serge 

Gainsbourg, Harmonia and Parliament. 'Pickpocket' was 

influenced by Aaliyah and the soundtrack to BugsyMalone. 

The words of 'Goosebumps' were initially said as a tribute to 

Sir John Betjeman's 'Late Flowering Love'." 

How many band members does it take to change 

one lightbulb? (Sorry.) 

" Before we could even attempt to change it we would have 

to run it by our record label, manager, agent, press and 

girlfriends first." 



Resurgam (Anticon) 

Much of Brendon Whitney's fifth album as 
Portland leftfield hip-hop artist Alias evokes 
a more innocent time when IDM was still a 
viable genre tag - and at least four of these 
songs wouldn't sound out of place on 
seminal Warp primer Artificial Intelligence. 

'I Heart Drum Machines' opens with 
the sound of pissing, before giving way to 
an implied rhythm floating amid a lazy river 
of beats and melodic washes. 'Tf lap tf lap 
tflap' go the unlovable, quaint snares 
on 'Death Watch'. Then it bursts into life, 



like rounding a corner into sudden 
sunlight; here, it becomes something 
shimmering and smile-inducing, making 
for a less bombastic cousin to this year's 
M83 album. 

When the acoustic flirting begins to 
ratchet up, Resurgam loses its way. The 
vague, 'olde' English voiceover on 'Place 
Of No More Choices' comes off as a cheap 
attempt to evoke some kind of weight 
that's otherwise absent, and 'Autumnul 
Ego' wouldn't be out of place on a Tesco 
Value Chillout CD. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Arbouretum/Pontiak 



Kale (Thrill Jockey) 

A rarity, this: it's a split LP with a conceptual 
hook, in that three of the songs are John 
Cale covers from his fertile mid-to-late 
Seventies period. As concepts go, it isn't 
exactly Joseph Beuys; but the Cale songs are 
nonetheless the best things on here. 
Arbouretum's 'Buffalo Ballet' is an 
unexpectedly affecting piece of elegiac 
country rock. Pontiak's version of 'Endless 
Plain Of Fortune' bolts open-plain guitar and 
an electric storm solo that recalls Neil Young 
onto the plodding, cymbal-heavy rhythms of 



OM, and 'MrWilson' is an affectionate 
tribute to the eponymous Brian, complete 
with Beach Boys harmonies and dub guitar. 

Elsewhere, the Seventies rock revival 
continues with a tearing, six minute solo 
from Arbouretum guitarist David Heumann, 
which enlivens the backwards, rustic rock. 
But it's Pontiak's stoner rock formula - 
ominous bass, drilling Farfisa organ, filthy 
guitar, lyrics awash in reverb and that 
paradoxical, lumbering swing filled with 
drumming hyperactivity -that is immediately 
more compelling. 
Daniel Barrow 
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THE BEST DANCE ALBUM 
0F2008,LUDICRI0USLY 
BRILLIANT NME 

INCLUDES THE SINGLES 
HEARTBREAKER, HOLIDAY, 
MY HEART RATE RAPID & 
RADIO LADIO. 

nights out tour 
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28 oct liverpool korova 
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01 oct brighton audio 
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Alva Noto 

Unitxt (Raster-Noton) 
Byetone 

Death Of ATypographer (Raster-Noton) 

Refined almost into non-being, Raster-Noton's absolutist 
minimal techno is dance music for internalised, reflexive 
movements. I'm undecided as to whether Carsten Nicolai's 
recordings as Alva Noto are compelling because they are 
so devoid of human presence, or because he makes the 
ultimate body music: this is what we actually sound like. 

Unitxt uses two very deliberate human elements. One is 
its sonic sources: everyday non-musical software converted 
into AIFF. The other is a sporadic vocal by sound artist Anne-James Chaton, 
most prominent on 'U-08-1 '. Over taut bursts of distortion and filter, Chaton 
recites a string of numbers, read from his credit card and other wallet 
ephemera. Whether the lyric is intended as a random phonetic device or a 
comment on the presence of data in our lives is not clear, but Nicolai presents 
his source material as an addendum to the album, suggesting the latter . 

Byetone, aka Olaf Bender, opts for a warmer, looser sound, with a 
detailed palette that's almost lush in places. The glitch is both sensual and 
hard-edged, with the hands-on feel of early Pan Sonic. The slower 'Capture 
This' brings to mind the dronescapes of Rosy Parlane; and 'Heart' creeps with 
a Cluster/Eno melancholy. It's unusual for a Raster-Noton release to generate 
so many vintage reference points, but it is certainly not unwelcome. 
Frances Morgan 



Ball boy 



I Worked On The Ships (Pony Proof) 

The lineage of Scots indie literati dedicating 
songs to Kylie is rare yet distinguished: it was 
instigated in the early Nineties by Teenage 
Fanclub's exceptional Gerry Love, who 
penned 'Kylie's Got A Crush On Us' - an 
affable singalong variously immortalised by 
the Fannies, the Clydesmen and the BMX 
Bandits. Now Ballboy's king of sentimental 
temperance, Gordon Mclntyre, has updated 
this tradition of Highland homages to the 
beautiful princess with 'Songs For Kylie', one 
of many highlights from the Edinburgh pop 
quartet's fifth long player, I Worked On The 
Ships. Ballboy's proclivity for humdrum 
melodic vignettes is rampant.Tales of phones 
never ringing, bedsit bondage events and 
lesbian sex guides pinned to aquaria pour 
forth over an album that's equal parts audio 
novella and aural endeavour. It's an 
anthology of ambling pavement shanties, 
Casio lullabies and lo-fi psalms that 
circumscribes Mclntyre's trademark 
celebration of prosaic exoticism. 
Nicola Meighan 



Bellafea 



Cavalcade (Southern) 

If this was parents' evening, Bellafea would 
be in trouble. Their lack of discipline is 
frustrating, because they're clearly bright, 
talented students, and especially keen on 
history. 'Thornbird II' has elastic guitars so 
redolent of mid Nineties American post- 
hardcore that they probably sport 'Vote 
Clinton-Gore' stickers - but they seem 
determined to behave disagreeably, and are 
often caught up in unshakeable black spells 
of atonal gloom. 

Songs are pensive one second, 
aggressive the next; then suddenly sorry for 
themselves. Lyrics like, "They don't really care 
for who you are unless your record sells " 
show worrying immaturity. Heather 
McEntire's neglected punk vocals are 
incongruous over introverted, complicated 
chord tours. They've turned up to maths 
class drunk, adding, subtracting, and 
dividing all at the same time. Unfortunately, 
Bellafea don't appear to have many numbers 
to work with. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Boduf Songs 



How Shadows Chase The Balance 
(Kranky) 

Mathew Sweet's second full length is an 
alternately wistful and menacing nugget, 
consisting of eight bone dry, naked and 
night-black bedroom vignettes. "Don't 
forget to fall apart. Don 't forget to come 
undone "implores 'I Can't See AThing In 
Here' - and, what with winter-star chimes 
of xylophone emerging from a swift, hot 
abyss of noise, a plummet into fathomless 
oblivion has seldom been more inviting. 
The electronics and field recordings are kept 
to a minimum; tight enough to be minute, 
gothicflourishes-ephemera, even -flitting 
in and out of a hypnotic bedrock of guitar. 
Given the unflinchingly bleak, half- 
whispered lyricism throughout ( ". . .swinging 
from nooses, wrists opened wide/Arteries 
spilt at their sides. . . "), this is an angst-free 
twilight zone, where the morbid roams 
majestic and is sternly and lovingly offered 
up by a one-stop campfire troubadour 
channeling the spectre of Edward Gorey. 
James Papademetrie 



Broken Social Scene Presents: 
Brendan Canning 



Something For All Of Us (Arts And 
Crafts) 

Whether Broken Social Scene are a Utopian 
free-for-all, representing all that's peachy 
about Canada, or just a source of cheap 
labour for Kevin Drew's sprawling visions, the 
role of co-founder Brendan Canning is most 
definitely an ambiguous one. Heck, I partly 
wanted to hear Something For All Of Us just 
to find out what he ate, exactly -which 
sounds glib, but Drew's Spirit If. . . definitely 
didn't scale the heights ofthedayjob, and 
Something For All Of Us does offer some 
answers. Drew is all edge; his compadre is 
more devoted to texture.These songs don't 
stray far from the ragged guitar and brass 
template prescribed by Drew, but, instead of 
possessing the energy of the 20-odd 
musicians who flare brilliantly outward, 
Canning prefers to layer it on low and dense. 
At best, the record yields 'Been At It So Long', 
where a bleary groove twinkles like neon in 
an oily puddle. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Capitol K 



Notes From Life On The Wire With A 
Wrecking Ball (Faith And Industry) 

This is bizarre in its mesh of styles, but also 
comforting, like the weird friendliness of an 
auditorium. 'Diamond Skies' is its opening 
narrative, taking in K's raving days of the past 
with a bombastic mix of faux laser sounds 
and spoken word; it genuinely delights, and 
whiffs of nostalgia. Eccentricity is prominent: 
'Bomb Bomb' burbles and gurgles and the 
vaudeville delivery of the title track could be 
from a Coward play or some Lehrer skit. 
Notes From Life. . . is schizoid and 
unapologetic to boot; any snippet of its 
juxtaposed arrangements could be extracted 
and turned into a genre in its own right. 
This is an album born of the love of endless 
possibilities, and of the bravado to document 
the outer corners of songwriting. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Capncorns 



River, Bear Your Bones (Rise Above) 

Between muscular stoner rock and 
post-metal dwell Capricorns. There's a little 
bombast, a whole lot of riffage and more 
than enough instrumental proggishness here 
to whittle down these grooves 'til they're 
drained of possibility by sheer exhaustion. 
Among the double tapping and kick drum 
intensity, you'll find a gem like 'OwingToThe 
Fogs', a masterpiece of mood-hopping 
meandering which takes in heavyweight 
plank-spanking and a delicious splurge of 
soaring, spaced-out synth overdrive.The 
album concludes with a rehearsal cassette 
recording, and 'Drinking Water From The 
Skull Of A Hanged Man' is a piece of 
wandering instrumental mayhem, its 
looseness enhanced by its lo-fidelity nature. 
Richard Fontenoy 

in the studio: capricorns 
We listened to: " I can remember 
absolutely nothing we listened to. Music 
wasn't really our friend at the time. It was 
more like listening to the existential howl 
of our own pathetic existence. On a loop." 
We ate: "Lots of overcooked pasta in 
underwhelming sauces. We never found that 
idyllic country market teeming with fresh 
produce and exotic meats. I'm convinced 
they only exist in weekend supplements of 
The Guardian." 

We watched: "There were sheep 
everywhere so I found watching them quite 
relaxing. Until I found one wrapped up in a 
fence dying a slow, miserable death. I didn't 
like watching that at all. I alerted the owners 
but I think it was doomed." 
(Nathan Bennett) 



Cats In Paris 



Courtcase 2000 (Akoustik Anarkhy) 

Syncopated vocals, synthy strings, stringy 
synths, prog drums, cute and acerbic lyrics, 
civilized violins, dark hooks and complicated 
time signatures: what's not to love? I'm sour 
and jaded and sick of it all, and I don't 
usually say this. . .but I do love it.There are 
Disney moments, there are Devo moments: 
the whole thing is so whooshy and strange 
and gut-wrenching, and there's an OCD 
attention to detail in the tiniest harmonies, 
all swimming over one another, manic and 
organic. It's like looking into a microscope. 
At times it's like looking down a telescope. At 
other times it's just like spasmodicTourette's 
or a 'Eureka ! ' moment, or falling in love at its 



m ost ce re b ra I . "It works e very time! "they 
yell in wild chorus on 'Foxes'; but it doesn't. 
And that's the perplexing glory of it. Every 
time, ever! Every time. 
Jesse Darlin' 



David Cronenberg's Wife 



Bluebeard's Rooms (Blang) 

David Cronenberg's Wife are fronted by Tom 
Mayne, an ex stand-up comic and lyrical 
cross between Jarvis Cocker and Mark E 
Smith; except he's more of a bastard. He's 
sharp, he's snipey; and he pulsates with the 
vigorous misogyny of a Peep 5/70i/i/inner 
monologue. Quipping his way around 
disgruntlement at himself, females and life, 
it's like he's been wronged a thousand times. 
Guitars are simple and sinister, the drums 
more so; and there's lots of sex to be had 
here, mainly bad, on Mayne's behalf. In an 
album sardonic to the point of totally 
disregarding its potential to offend, these 
five London chums have produced eleven 
tracks of wit and gumption; like Art Brut 
delivering their promise. Matters of the 
utmost importance - love, wife-beating, 
alcoholism - are ripped to seedy, obnoxious 
shreds. One of UK anti-folk's leading beacons 
has dropped a very fine debut indeed. 
Tom Howard 



DJ Drama and Tl 



The Leak Unloaded (BCD Music) 



DJ Drama and Young Jeezy 



Can't Ban The Snowman (BCD Music) 

With Tl and Jeezy both prominent in the 
charts and movies, it's a good time for DJ 
Drama, an early collaborator with both stars, 
to reclaim them for his Gangsta Grillz 
mixtape series. He's a damn good producer, 
pulling funked out classics and bassy 
bangers while Tl and Jeezy both exercise 
their laidback drawls on the subject of being 
gangsta. Thus you will find them both 
covering a gansta's traditional territory: cars, 
women, survival and fakes. What you won't 
find is anything even remotely touching on 
the main propulsion behind the other huge 
hip-hop mixtape-to-album phenomenon this 
year, Nas' DJ Green-Latern produced Untitled 
(formerly Nigger); that is, the prospect of a 
black president. But then, while Nas tries to 
provoke people into questioning what it 
means to be a 'nigger' in America today, 
these particular gangsters are happy to just 
carry on calling themselves 'niggers'. Which 
they do: making fine music, and fuckloads of 
money, in the process. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



The Donkeys 



Living On The Other Side (Dead Oceans) 

Even if the reality of the Sixties was a Mau-, 
'Nam- and Nixon-wracked 1 years, people 
yearn for them in a way they don't for other 
decades. I guess that's because they've come 
to represent a myth of innocence; and, if 
they're a myth, there's no harm in adding to 
them later, right? So there's no point 
throwing accusations of derivativeness at 
The Donkeys' 'more Laurel Canyon than 
thou' summer strum. Living On The Other 
Side is an un-jaded record where golden 
harmonies and sadness blend into a Byrdsy, 
liquid honey. The dolorous 'Dolphin Centre' is 
gently majestic, but the twangy country of 
'Bye Bye Baby' is way too cute. However, 
Living. . . is as honest as the records it apes; 
probably more so. 
Andrzej Lukowski 
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HE BRANDED 



KIMYA DAWSON 
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death, from above 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Illustration: Patrick Gildersleeves 

Mogwai 

The Hawk Is Howling (Wall Of Sound) 

Because life is full of lovely surprises. 

His unknown smile: one time you were 
strangers; unearthing something of Scottish 
importance; finding the pyramids drawn in 
the stars, the path to a long road that lead you 
back home. 

This. Mogwai - who you once loved because 
they were local, who you once followed 
because they were national, and for whom you 
crossed oceans because they were global - have 
now gone one further: they're out of this world. 
Veering from fearful universalism and cosmic 
synaesthesia (Thank You Space Expert') to divine 
intermissions and heavenly missives ('I Love You, 
I'm Going To Blow Up Your School', 'I'm Jim 
Morrison, I'm Dead'), to glimmering intergalactic 
balladry ('Kings Meadow', 'Local Authority'), the 
Glaswegian rock combatants' sixth studio album is 
an infinite beast. Their aural barometer is out there 
too: check the audacious Bruce Hornsby keyboards 



and Osmonds' 'Crazy Horses'-type riffs on raucous 
pop orgy The Sun Smells Too Loud', a seven- 
minute halcyon marvel whose swarthy chords 
and stentorian grooves are enough to make the 
heaviest heart take flight. Mogwai's enduring 
predilection for chimerical fiends continues apace - 
and this time, they're airborne. Where once there 
lunged Glasgow Mega Snakes, Mr Beasts and 
Capital Ratts, now there lurches a phalanx of 

A menacing, extra- 
terrestrial soundtrack 
to fear, obsession and 
anxiety 

Howling Hawks and Bat Cats. The latter are 
clearly right bad bastards, if their eponymous 
opus is anything to go by: it's a raging behemoth; 
a diabolical aural reprobate whose disdain for 
eardrums is awesome. 

But make no mistake, this is by and large 
a celestial exegesis: the record's ace opening aria, 
'I'm Jim Morrison, I'm Dead', may read like a 
paranormal missive from beyond the grave - all 



hushed processions, ghostly feedback and grave 
intonations - but it soon ascends to become a 
Mogwai masterwork, a progressive, resilient tour 
de force with a glorious piano narrative that is 
properly heart stopping. The bruising 'Scotland's 
Shame', by contrast, is a titular reference 
(presumably) to our great nation's less-than- 
blessed seam of football-related religious bigotry. 
It sounds like a ponderous, earthbound descent; 
like a baleful evocation of the closing sequence in 
Koyaanisqatsi, where the debris of a blown up 
rocket spirals back to terra firma, solemnly scored 
by Philip Glass and eclipsed by ancient cave 
pictograms. Mogwai's calamitous rendition, 
however, recalls neither Fremont Indian heritage 
nor Grand Canyon power plants -rather, it 
conjures a menacing, extra-terrestrial soundtrack 
to the fear, obsession and anxiety of our day-to- 
day. And sometimes, here, the stars don't shine. 
The heavens are illuminated from beneath: by the 
hot white, naked bulbs in tower blocks; orange 
strobes of road works; magnesium plumes from 
the Grangemouth refinery; house fires and 
bonfires and campfires and fireflies. 

Sometimes your life lights up the sky. 

You hadn't expected that. 



Friendly Fires 



Friendly Fires (XL) 

It's always good to hear a record and be 
convinced that nobody involved took 
anything seriously at any point. Friendly 
Fires' debut, therefore, deserves a medal 
for its berserk ridiculousness. As a kind of 
uplifting house/euphoric trance take on Scary 
Monsters-era Bowie, it's rabidly camp, mixing 
ostentatious materialism - lyrics about 
getaways to Paris, private pools, white 
diamonds-with giddy, hands-in-the-air 
exhortations to "keep breathing" and such. 
How well this translates into actual songs 
varies sharply, but, at best, they hit a sort 
of bug-eyed Balearic abandon where the 
sentiments and sonics of the musicfind 



a synergy of silliness that makes you itch for 
ClubTropicana. It's basically fun fun fun, so 
long as you're cool that nothing here would 
sound out of place on one of those Ibiza 
Euphoria compilations. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Hauschka 



Ferndorf (130701) 

One future day, someone will stumble upon 
FatCat's 1 30701 imprint and conclude, 
wrongly, that the early third millennium was 
a time of simple grace, elegant manners 
and a certain wistfulness. In the case of 
Hauschka, Dusseldorf'sVolker Bertelmann, 
our archivist might also wonder whether 
there was a shortage of piano repairers. 



Bertelmann attaches various objects to 
his piano's strings, and their buzzes, twangs 
and shivers bring a kind of DIY electronica 
edge to the ringings, quavers and feline 
cello of his John Cage-meets-silent film 
romances. Ferndorf means 'distant village', 
acknowledging the layers of fond memory 
that coat these snapshots of his childhood 
home: a rosy sunrise glimpsed in the 
bittersweet waltz 'Morgenrot'; flying 
droplets of chill water in 'Freibad'. 
In improvised opener 'Blue Bicycle', swells 
and dips mimic the straining up and coasting 
down of hills, but also the quickening heart 
you get when you're nearing old haunts, 
fearful of how they've changed. 
Abi Bliss 



David Holmes 



The Holy Pictures (Mercury) 

In 1 997, David Holmes proposed listening to 
his Let's Get Killed 'album as a soundtrack to 
an imaginary film; it mixed drama and a 
sense of narrative with a kind of laid back, 
scratchy, urban background music that 
conjured a scruffily noir New York pulp 
fiction. Since then, Holmes has actually 
written music for blockbuster films and an 
iPhone ad, making use of his obvious talent 
in combining the cinematic and the everyday. 
By comparison, his new album is a little 
disappointing. Drawing more on early Primal 
Scream than Hollywood, The Holy Pictures 
blends shoegazing indie with easy tempo, 
trip-hop production. Maybe the electronic 
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concept album has had its day in the wake 
of the Noughties' rock'n'roll single revival; 
or perhaps this separation of a personal, 
autobiographic response to Belfast from 
other professional engagements loses 
something of the force of creating an 
imaginary interstice between the two. Either 
way, in evoking a specific time more than a 
fictional place, Holmes ends up sounding 
more dated than retro - and this is oddly less 
affecting than his commercial work. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



The Howling Hex 



Earth Junk (Drag City) 

Neil Hagerty puts records out pretty fast, 
and this is his ninth since Royal Trux wrung 
themselves dry. Circa Nightclub Version Of 
The Eternal- his last, somewhat lacking 
album asThe Howling Hex- it felt like he'd 
put out too many. However, these 1 new 
jams redress the balance in heaped 
spoonfuls. Earth Junk is consistently 
captivating if you're prepared to immerse 
yourself, and the first three tracks of the 
second half reallymake Earth Junk. 'No Good 
Reason' is stripped back to a skeletal state, 
its insistent organ and blooze guitar motif 
zooming in on the hitherto unlocated point 
between Suicide and Country Joe And The 
Fish. 'The Arrows' sounds like The United 
States Of America, and 'Blood And Dust' not 
only comes off like 'The Arrows Part II' but 
also like The United States Of America 
crossed with Suicide. Dizzying! 
Noel Gardner 



Rise Of A Mystery Tide (Osaka) 

Forget the misleading band name, forget the 
cover art (don't worry, this ain't a doom 
sludge act or some sub-Wolf Eyes circus). 
Just stick in the disc and soak up the sound. 
Then, you can hear it too: the grainy celluloid 
static; the rise and fall of some fantastic 
unreal empire; the discovery of a buried 
cache of rainy day diaries, and the 
magnificent, slow reveal of Boxhead 
Ensemble's luminescent meditations or the 
string driven melancholia of the Miasmah 
imprint. Much of this musicflows like an ice 
cap: slow-moving on the surface, but with a 
perilously strong tumult - ready to carry the 
listener away-dwelling beneath. You could 
drown in this sort of beauty and you 
wouldn't mind the pressure, 'cause your 
eyes would be filling up faster than your 
lungs. Ah, I think I get it now-this Hulk is a 
ghost ship. 
Spencer Grady 



Hurricane Chris 



51/50 Ratchet (Polo Grounds Music/J) 

Those Southern states of the USA just got 
themselves another overachieving bastard 
spawn of a style.This one's called ratchet. 
Sold as the child of crunk and hyphy, it's also 
a spit for the briefly voguish Atlanta snap 
music from three years back - no surprise, 
as the gifted genes of veteran crunk producer 
Mr Collipark spawned both. To split hairs, 
snap and ratchet swing where crunk 
thumped and hyphy bounces, but all (and a 
bunch of others, for sure) are brothers of the 
same follicle. Hurricane Chris is truly special 
with his swag. Like Morris Day. Like, for 
example, when your ma told him she likes 
the way he dresses. Frequent Rick James 
references are dropped in the cocky, nasal 
tones of a man indebted to Pimp C, Eazy E 



and every other rapper who's spent their 
career struggling to keep from bursting into 
song. The dance craze-fuelled, Stateside 
megahit was 'A Bay Bay'; it's irresistible, as is 
the urgentthumping of 'The Handclap' and 
the pretematurally assured 'Doin' MyThang'. 
Ringo P Stacey 



King Darves 



The Sun Splits For. . .The Blind 
Swimmer (De Stijl) 

Like a shower right before bedtime, washing 
away all the sweat, dirt and grime collected 
on your person, New Jersey's King Darves 
is like Dr Bronner's on the piles of files and 
promo discs. You can dilute this wise 
American folk and dissect its myriad 
influences; you can even make heady 
comparisons (I'm hearing Alastair Galbraith 
and a tiny bit of Stephin Merritt, except 
stripped of the production flourishes and 
returned to the basics of a four-track and an 
acoustic guitar). But all of that falls flat in the 
face of songwriting so strong, yet so basic. 
There's no getting around this anti-image; 
his music is startlingly personal and, at times, 
chilling. It's never lost or hopeless, never 
unsure of its purpose; but nor does it ever 
reveal his full hand, either. This is concise 
American perfection from a young man with 
an old soul and vision. 
Doug Mosurock 



Koushik 



Outside My Window (Stones Throw) 

How Koushik ended up on Stones Throw 
is not specified, but it's a fair bet that he 
and the workforce are never stuck for 
conversation when there are still all sorts of 
Seventies funk breaks yet to be broken down 
to abstraction. His crate-digging dorkitude, 
meanwhile, is passed down to us in the form 
of this remarkable debut album: its 1 6 tracks 
are often teasingly brief and meticulous like 
an eagle's nest. Mirroring, in some ways, the 
less classicist end of shoegazing - the vocals' 
default mode being an array of gauzy MBV/ 
Slowdiveisms- and Animal Collective's 
brand of K-hole psychedelia, their concealed 
weapons are the clattering drums and jazz 
flute that could almost have you searching 
for DJ Premier in the studio's cupboards. 
Soundwise, at least, everything is in place for 
this album to, ahem, do a Panda Bear in the 
next few months. Treat this as a heads up or 
laugh at me in two years; I'll still have this 
record whatever. 
Noel Gardner 



Late Of The Pier 



Fantasy Black Channel (Parlophone) 

The debut album from Nottingham's Late 
Of The Pier fulfils the electronic pop promises 
of the early singles, 'Bathroom Gurgle' and 
'The Bears Are Coming'. No surprises here: 
producer Erol Alkan's dance mash-up energy 
runs through this record like a particularly 
virulent strain of Ebola. Everything is faster, 
messier and more urgent. On songs like 
'Space And The Woods', hammering synths 
and Eno-esque keyboards are courted by 
Samuel Eastgate's vocals, which alternate 
between the cool disinterest of David Byrne 
and a frantic Prince-like falsetto. There are 
some low points, though; 'Heartbeat', a 
reworking of early demo 'A Heartbeat. A 
Flicker. A Line', loses all sense of perspective 
and sounds like a paper-thin pastiche of 
a B-rate Eighties teen movie theme tune. 
Ultimately, though, their risk-taking and 
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Fj Hey Colossus 

j Happy Birthday (Riot Season) 

pf Hey Colossus wish everyone a Happy Birthday, though 

1 ^ doesn't sound much like it asthey spear greattrundling 

I rafts of noise with subsurface megaphonic vocals (then 
^^^^^^^^ surge, unerringly, into a sludgecore overdrive). Their single 
minded spasms of FX and fervid, rhythmic imperatives mashed together 
make for heady, mind-altering stuff; which falls, inevitably, at the riff-heavy 
end of the spectrum. 

Their fearless partnering of doom with a generous amount of motorik 
linearity weighs a good few tons; and the clever part, the key to their 
immensity, is to be found at the point where supercharged drums, 
innumerable guitars and electronics coalesce into a mighty, earth-trembling 
whole. This grinding magnitude of sound has a sheer inevitability about it. 
No respite is offered - there's simply the promise of yet more feedback, more 
effects mangled into the fathomless low end; and the occasional explosive 
release on a hammering beat. Sometimes, it's like being screamed at by an 
omnipresent demagogue in a hurricane; one who's determined to 
buttonhole passers by and make them damn well listen -even if they've 
already been deafened by the surrounding storm. 'Intense' is an over-used 
description, but Hey Colossus deserve it. Utterly. 
Richard Fontenoy 



playfulness have created a unique, flippant 
take on the electro-indie school. 
Nat Davies 



Lonely Ghosts 



Don't Get Lost Or Hurt (One Inch Badge) 

Most band members have their side projects. 
Bored of touring and of having to share 
decisions, it must be nice to be the boss. 
Side projects aren't meant to become the 
main event, but, after the sad demise of Help 
She Can't Swim, Tom Denney is now out on 
his own. Comparisons to HSCS are inevitable 
- but this is gentler bedroom indie with 
layers of lush instrumentation. Unlike Help 
She Can't Swim's lyrics, which I loved for 
their brashness, their tellings of trauma and 
mundanity, Lonely Ghosts' words are more 
abstract, less angry, and a whole lot sadder 
than I'd bargained for. Don 't Get Lost Or Hurt 
holds a decent clutch of lo-fi, edgy pop songs 
('Happy Lovers/Friends Forever') with added 
shouting ('Good Times') and even some 
ghostly backing ('Hole InThe Sky')- proof 
that sometimes it can be an idea to give 
upthedayjob. 
Natalie Boxall 



Manda Rin 



MyDNA(ThisisFakeDIY) 

Substandard would have been OK; would 
have been better than this. At least it might 
have been interesting, in the way that Bis 
made gloriously substandard, ramshackle 
pop songs: no gloss, no dross, pure fun. 
MyDNA, however, is so utterly bog-standard. 
Manda Rin's debut solo album is 1 2 tracks of 
cliched electro-rock and so middle of the 
road that she could well have deployed a 
tape measure to find the exact spot that was 
equidistant from each pavement. There's too 
much sheen here for a dirty disco sound, but 
not enough sheen for a thrilling electro ride. 
Instead, Manda Rin flails in a space usually 
occupied by a cheap pop group's debut: 
devoid of personality or direction. 'DoThe 
Static' is just about redeemable for its 
Blondie-esque, chiming guitars and 
awkward chord shifts - but a diamond 
in the rough just ain't enough. 
HayleyAvron 



iii(!K7) 

On that first Sunday morning spent in the 
arms of the one you'll spend the rest of your 



life with, choose this album. Go back and 
do it all again if you have to - do it for this 
music, part Arthur Russell, part Stevie 
Wonder's Innervisionsand that subtle 
hymnal at the end of Junior Boys' So This Is 
Goodbye. Do it for 'Gentle Samui', the best 
song Susanna AndThe Magical Orchestra 
never wrote, a slowly unfurling tropical storm 
of a track that's simultaneously sensuous 
and deliciously cool. Do itfor'RememberThe 
Good Things', and for Mike Milosh's voice 
invoking the spirit and sexual devilment of 
Imagination's Leee John or the pitch perfect 
bedside promises of Maximilian Hecker. Hell, 
do it for me if you have to; but most of all, do 
it for yourself. 
Spencer Grady 



Minotaur Shock 



Amateur Dramatics (4AD) 

For his download-only third set, David 
Edwards has developed a byzantine but 
apparently earnest system for calculating the 
intrinsic worth of each track, coming to the 
conclusion that his record is worth precisely 
£6.39. I'm not sure whether this is a prosaic 
riposte to illegal downloaders or a spot of 
post- In fla/ft/xwsprovocateuring, but it's a 
wee headfuck knowing that the artist thinks 
your favourite track is only worth 54p. 
Amateur Dramatics \s a fine piece of work 
that takes the momentum-heavy coldness 
(and warmth) of Bowie's 'A New Career In A 
New Town' as a template and customises it 
with languorous Eighties electro, jazz-age 
swing and other playful odds and sods. Thing 
is, I can't get Edwards' self-evaluation out of 
my head. It's no big deal, but it strikes a kind 
of 'British underdog' note that, for me, mars 
a record otherwise marked by confident 
European dynamism. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



'The Old Days Feeling' (Modern Radio) 

Witness here the sweeping Western fancy of 
'Cold Cold Water' and the scratchy beauty of 
compositions like 'Don't Die In Me', 
alternately grandiose and playful. Jewish, 
openly gay and highly prolific, Mirah is an 
under-the-radar star of sorts. From the 
infectious 'Location Temporary' through to 
the appeasingly crude 'Lone Star' and the 
delightful calypso shuffle of 'Slighted', here 
lies a bounteous retro-pop sensibility. 
James Skinner 
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hope for the wurst 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 



Agaskodo Teliverek 

Psycho Goulash (Adaadat) 

Agaskodo Teliverek might define their unique 
sound as the nervous breakdown of a Hungarian 
stew, but it's a truly international spice mix that 
goes into their cauldron. Starting out as a kind 
of Balkan psychobilly instrumental surf duo, 
they now comprise four members, including 
sweet' n 'screamy Japanese vocalist HiroeTakei. 
Still sporting their notorious short shorts, they 
occasionally veer towards recognisable rockage; 
but while the vocal tracks on Psycho Goulash bring 
them closer to, say, Comanechi, The Sick Lipstick or 
Kaito - in a good way! - it's still the mad, bad 
guitars that remain distinctive. Pairing electro-noisy 
randomness and drums with crystal clear finger 
noodling worthy of the Shadows sounds as weirdly 
inappropriate now as it did when Agaskodo 
Teliverek first showed up in London with their 
11 8-1 18 sports kits. 

Songs like 'Szazhalombatta' and The Beautiful 
Breadman' show why Agaskodo are still a breath 



of fresh air in an otherwise pretty stale world of 
club pop. Normally, the only bands that devote this 
kind of rigorous attention to chord shifts produce 
classicist death metal. To apply such serious 
musicality to trashy electrobilly is completely 
unnecessary in the best kind of way. Luckily for us, 
Agaskodo's blowing up of the simple pop formula 
to epic proportions is still bonkers enough to deter 
boredom. The effect achieved on the band's 
second album is similar to that of a Jodorowsky 

This is the sound of 
cheap smoked sausages 
in a Lithuanian 
supermarket 

film: a stoned hippie student project executed in 
a lavishly inappropriate way with attention devoted 
to the entirely wrong kind of details. Unlike so 
many electro outfits with their fake Italo sound, 
pseudo-goth black aesthetics and dreadful 
seriousness, Agaskodo know that the only way to 
be cool is to be utterly and hopelessly geeky, to be 
overcommitted to a truly embarrassing style and 



absurdist humour. Towards the end of 'Johnny 
Paprika', the last track (before the secret track) 
on the album, you do find yourself thinking that 
this is just properly cheesy and downright 
unacceptable music and preferring the Sonic 
Youth-y, off-key chord changes of 'Bastard 
Cabbage' or the Casio no wave of 'Gay Hussar'. 
But it's those awkward moments that really make 
Agaskodo stand out; too good for their own good 
in a scene that celebrates facility, immediacy, and 
just plain incompetence. 

In this respect, Agaskodo Teliverek are the 
true sound of East London now: funny and 
accomplished, but totally ungentrifiable, this 
music will never feel comfortable in a concept bar 
or a gastro pub. This is the sound of walking 
between vomit spots and kebab fallout, of hostile 
minicabs swarming like flies around the drunk 
Essex hordes on Old Street, cheap smoked 
sausages in a Lithuanian supermarket, cigarette 
holes in touchscreen slot machines in the dirtiest 
betting shop, confused art students from 
Singapore trying to find the non-existent tube. 
Throw in another pinch of paprika, and take 
one last swig before you get kicked out into 
the night. 



Yosuga (Jagjaguwar) 

Nagisa NiTe's work has always had the 
magnificence of well-crafted paper airplanes. 
Opening with the fanfare of 'Premonition', 
Yosuga begins bombastically, its pop hooks 
paired with a chorus mantra of "Take me to 
that heaven ".This is heartbreak delivered 
with the accuracy of an assassin. 

Like most Nagisa NiTe releases (of which 
the Japanese duo can now boast seven), 
there's a love of the observational here, in 
the individual pluck of an acoustic string 
and in the well-rounded sustain of guitar 
fuzz. It's meditative rock, but it also faces 
darker musical contemplations; take the 
lingering menace of 'Ishi River', where 



notes plummet downwards and Masako's 
vocals seem crooked and stuck, pained in 
their delivery. There are the ever present nods 
to the Beatles, Neil Young and America, and 
Yosugawould make Plush cry with jealousy 
as it soars with elation from the sparsest 
of fuels. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Night Wounds 



AllergicTo Heat (Corleone) 

The nu no-wave bands outnumber the 
original no-wave bands by several thousand 
to one right now, but LA's NightWounds 
justify their existence by marching around 
the mid-point between Arto Lindsay's 
ultra-compressed skronk trio DNA and 



Fall acolytes The Country Teasers, weaving a 
zig-zag path between dissonant abstraction 
and brittle noise-rock swing. 

Mostly, Allergic To Heat\s tense 
and airless with its guitar scrapes and sax 
squeals conducted at a chitinous skitter, 
but there's plenty more besides that suggests 
this record's occasional austerity isn't for lack 
of ideas. 'Nineteen' pulls off a Malaria! -like 
two-note disco skip, a chiding voice (it could 
be Patrick, or Ryan, orToby) chanting 
"Nineteen/Nineteen, act your age! "; 'Ex Best 
Friend', meanwhile, clears out all the 
furniture and lets a tweaked out sax roll 
around the floor and climb up the walls. 
Sharp like a knife. 
Louis Pattison 



Oxford Collapse 



Bits (Sub Pop) 

Boisterous Brooklyn emo-punks Oxford 
Collapse's eminently catchy, feedback-laden, 
mid-American rock is made for the mid- 
section of Toy Story 2 where Buzz leads 
Andy's toys across town to rescue Woody: 
you can see them, all strutting, faces to the 
front, as the guitars chime and drums 
thunder. It possesses a very Wedding 
Present kind of brashness; and it's just right 
for a 3.2-year-old (like my son, Isaac) who's 
suffering from sudden bursts of violent 
testosterone daily. 

A question, though. Does this music exist 
outside of Pitchfork! 
Everett True 
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waters breaking 

Words: Daniel Spicer 

Illustration: Overture 

Emeralds 

Solar Bridge (Hanson) 
Raglani 

Of Sirens Born (Kranky) 

When it was released in 1 974, Tangerine Dream's 
Phaedra was a revolutionary statement. Its 
disembodied washes of synth and meandering 
meditations were light years away from the 
contemporaneous excesses of prog - and even 
from the radically rewired rock of the Krautrock 
scene that spawned it. It was also hugely 
influential. Along with the similar, early Seventies 
experiments of Fripp and Eno, that album went 
on to inspire and inform the development of 
ambient music - and its lame dilution into New 
Age mood music. So it's unsurprising to find 
Phaedra's influence affecting the sounds currently 
coming out of ambient music's pissed-up younger 
brother, the noise scene (a term that becomes 
more redundant with every twist and turn; but it's 
still a lot easier to use than 'electro-acoustic, non- 
idiomatic, post-everything improv-composition'). 



It's certainly the case with Emeralds' first bona 
fide CD release (after countless DIY cassettes). 
Luminaries of the same Ohio scene that gave us 
1 6 Bitch Pile Up and Leslie Keffer, they operate 
as three men, two synths, a guitar and -judging 
by the snap on the back of the CD - a hell of a lot 
of knobs and pedals. But there's not a trace of their 
peers' scalding doom tendencies. They make 
a glittering, cosmic drone-hum, eternally 
ascending and sprinkled with eddies that affect 
the ear like sentient signals or distant, interstellar 
communications. It's these small gestures that hold 
the attention: like the half-buried arpeggios that 
swirl in the mix like an even more dosed 
deconstruction of The Orb's loved-up tinkering, 
with the mellifluous curlicues Pat Metheny 
provided for Steve Reich's Electric Counterpoint. 
They provide enough musical activity and linear 
development to stop the warm, comfortable 
drones becoming an environment you simply sink 
into. It becomes one you actually want to listen to. 

While Emeralds' excursions are most likely real- 
time jams created by three audio-nauts exploring 
together, Joseph Raglani of St Louis, USA, operates 
alone - creating overdubbed constructions and 
wrestling with a sine wave generator, analogue 



modular synth, acoustic guitar, melodica, 
bamboo flute and mysterious electronics. If the 
nature of this solo alchemy makes his output less 
spontaneously dynamic, it means he's able to 
approach his work more as composition, weaving 
disparate electric and acoustic elements with clear, 
premeditated purpose. And it's that tension 
between the electric and the acoustic that defines 
his sound: ethereal, kosmische synth waves and 
sub-neural rumbles pierced by fleeting hints of 
voice, melodica and harp-like guitar that conjure 
ideas of war being fought between God's loyal 
angels and a marauding legion of androids. 
Raglani's clearly got noise clout too (name- 
checking both Aaron Dilloway and Pete Swanson 
in his liner notes), and he's capable of boiling up an 
overpowering white-out. But it's when it all gives 
way to the sound of wooden flutes by the river at 
dawn that it all makes sense. It's as if those noisy 
storms and roaring cosmic convulsions were the 
birth pangs of everything we know, with humanity 
emerging out of primordial turmoil. 

Forget cinema for the ears. This is a newly 
coined, 2 1 st Century aural creation myth - and 
not even Tangerine Dream ever took things that 
far out. 



Parenthetical Girls 



Entanglements (Tomlab) 

Tipped by Final Fantasy's Owen Pallett as 
the best album of 2008, don'tchaknow. 
This may still call for a promotional photo 
shoot- imagine Pallett diving, wild-eyed and 
thrilling, into a pile of Entanglements^. 
Because, honestly, Parenthetical Girls are 
long overdue some fat hype: just listen to 
this thing, more erratic and wretchedly erotic 
than even the first two records, themselves 
like dirty/beautiful Polaroids. This time, Zac 
Pennington's unmade bed is flanked by an 
entire orchestra that watches and narrates 
each tragictouch. Read also: pluckings and 
liltings and the sound of your own demons; 
ghostflutes and gamelans giving chase 



through the enchanted forest. And beware 
Pennington, also: he's a man who could 
make the 'cunning linguist' epithet seem 
almost serious. There's deft consonance and 
assonance enough in 'This Regrettable End' 
to cast one of those thousand-year spells - 
to leave you dumbstruck, pinned to the earth 
and echoing our narrator: "Could those 
strings swell again ? " 
Meryl Trussler 



The Pictish Trail 



Secret Soundz Volume One (Fence) 

The Pictish Trail is a whiskered kiln fetishist; 
a mirror-and-comb stone inscriber; a 
unreconstructed crannog-dweller. He's never 
left Fife. This is a lie. He is, in fact, one Johnny 



Lynch - a clarion-larynxed motley-pop 
romancer from Edinburgh-via-Connecticut - 
whose lineage is remarkable: King Creosote 
affiliate; Cellardyke swashbuckler; Fence 
Collective superintendent, and keymaster 
of Anstruther's Homegame festival treasure 
chest. He just made this: a post-summer 
trove of sun-warped electro, anamorphic 
folk, Reg Perrin homages and lambent 
anthems. Never has ill-fitting, Y-front falsetto 
sounded so thrilling. If his songs belie an 
unsinkable crush on homespun electronics 
and Scottish alt pop, so too do they assuredly 
extend the Fence tradition for ace, off-kilter 
mythologising; art; for a coastline buoyed 
by ideology and macaroni pies. 
Nicola Meighan 



Polar Bear (Tin Angel) 

Don't jump ship for Polar Bear's numerous, 
more experimental sister projects: this third 
album might just be the quintet's strongest 
to date. 

Leafcutter John's contributions are more 
fully integrated than on 2005's Held On The 
Tips Of Fingers (2005), and these 1 4 tracks 
are more dynamically varied, from the bleak, 
vocal-led 'Sunshine' to the uptempo, 
skronking improv of 'Sounds Like ATrainTo 
Me'.The feel is almost cinematic- brooding 
rather than brash, and surprisingly free, 
despite leader Seb Rochford's undoubted 
compositional prowess. 
Marcus O'Dair 
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the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



K Records: still doing it for the kids 



Kimya Dawson: Alphabutt (K) 
Karl Blau: Nature's Got Away (K) 
Jeremy Jay: A Place We Could Go (K) 

Oh wow. There's so much to say. Some see 
parenting as an excuse to indulge their infantile 
side. Kimya Dawson does - unsurprisingly, given 
her past in pubescent poop band Moldy Peaches. 
So on her 'children album' Alphabutt, the title track 
is simply an ABC song centred around all the ways 
you can say 'butt' and 'fart'. Whether you find this 
engaging or funny depends on a) how puerile your 
sense of humour is, and b) whether the fact your 
child pooped involuntarily at age 0.4 has much 
relevance to the seething ball of terror he's turning 
into, age 3.2. (See also 'Pee-Pee In The Potty'). That's 
the problem with kid records. They age so fast. 

I love Kimya for her complete lack of 
embarrassment. It can lead to the most affecting, 
'That's me as well ! ' moments when she details her 
loneliness and uselessness. I also like it when she's 
being full-frontal with her graphic body humour. 
The problem I have with Alphabutt is simple -who's 
it aimed at? It certainly isn't at me, or my three-year- 
old son Isaac. Maybe if she was performing it live in 
front of him? The kids, singing along in the 
background, seem to be having a good time. Maybe 
if he was American, reared on the nausea-inducing 
purple dinosaur, Barney? There's a fine line when it 
comes to proud parents parading their love for their 
perfect little darlings, and on songs like 'Little Panda 
Bear' and 'I Love You Sweet Baby', Kimya doesn't 
so much blur that line as bound across it gleefully, 
trample the dirt for miles around, wipe her butt 
on the grass and proudly survey the results. 



Maybe it's nice for the grandparents, hearing the 
line "You're an amazing human being" repeated ad 
nauseam but it sure ain't for me. I recorded a bunch 
of songs when Isaac was born - songs I'm proud of 

- but there's no way I'm making them public domain 
(which is why Kimya is more of a real 'artist' than me 

- the greatest art is often that which carries the 
threat of embarrassment). Well, unless someone 
offers me a record contract, of course. 

There are engaging moments nonetheless: 



There's a fine line 
when it comes to 
proud parents 
parading their love 
for their perfect 
little darlings 



'Seven Hungry Tigers' and 'Wiggle My Tooth' 
have lilting lyrics worthy of a Julia Donaldson 
(perhaps), and 'Sunbeams And Some Beans' is an 
old school Kimya song that somehow snuck its way 
in at the end. 

This is a great record if you're Kimya, her partner 
or her baby. But that's it. Oh, and a tip for anyone 
else planning on releasing an indie baby record: 
articulate. Children need to be able to hear who 
they're singing along with. 

Isaac's way too young for either Jeremy Jay or 
Karl Blau. Blau, for example, draws from a rich 



Anacortes heritage that includes former 
Beat Happening guitarist Brett Lunsford and 
Microphones' Phil Elvrum (they were in D+ 
together), and creates suitably woozy, vaguely 
hallucinatory, dub-flecked music that has bugger 
all to do with toddler tantrums or Pixar films, and 
everything to do with peacefully appraising his life 
in a laidback Washington State backwater. Blau 
sings plaintive, like pine trees and like tree snakes 
crushed under a thrown rock. Think Adrian Orange, 
Parenthetical Girls, Elvrum himself... you either 
know what I'm talking about or toppled over from 
boredom five paragraphs ago. Stand out '2 
Becomes 1 ' is the perfect antidote to the howls 
of protest for Toy Story 7, even if it does uncannily 
recall Howe Gelb without borrowing (I guess it's the 
gentle pace). As such, it's anti-music for Isaac. (He 
wants to relax? We put on Maisy.) 

Jay, meanwhile, is too poised and relaxed to 
even be mentioned in the same sentence as. . . wait, 
I can't do that. He swathes his voice in blankets of 
feedback, with just the occasional guitar for 
company: and reminds me a little, in a bittersweet 
nostalgic fashion, of my main London crush 
Mathew Sawyer- but we're talking Ritchie Valens 
and Jonathan Richman here, not Vic Godard; and 
also, there's some distance. Everything descends. 
Everything breaks. Everything is charming and early 
Eighties Cherry Red Records (Kevin whatshisname, 
Ben blokeoutofchartband, Jane itsafineday), but 
American. Obliquely, he reminds me of a refined 
Fifties crooner- Billy Fury to Dan Sartain'sGene 
Vincent, perhaps? I can see A Place We Could Go 
sticking round in my iTunes folder long after Isaac's 
consigned Toy Story to rubble. 
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The Red Krayola 



Fingerpointing (Drag City) 

This is a second, arguably inferior mix of 
what was already one of The Red Krayola's 
less inspired efforts (1 999's Fingerpainting). 
Some wiseacre has gone and released it as 
one track, effectively raising a pointy middle 
fingerto MP3 users everywhere. A writer's 
log unpacks the journey, addressing points 
of (dis)interest. 1 minute 24seconds:What is 
this, some half-arsed sound-check? Same 
ball park as early Royal Trux. 3m 11s: Had to 
run to the toilet so fast I barely made it in 
time. Album's dyspeptic flourishes noted. 
4m 46s: Someone stole a metal sheet from 
a nearby building site and is now waving it 
around excitedly. 7m 58s: Atruncated Casio 
burps awkwardly, while Mayo Thompson 
sings to his lovely muse Betty. 1 7m 42s: 
Classic Sixties acid trip; 'Vile Vile Grass' 
revisited with lower tempo. 28m 1 7s: Now, 
who would call a love song 'In My Baby's 
Ruth' in light of the 1 979 comedy, 
Caddyshackl Is Mayo that unaware of 
Bill Murray's early work? 
Shane Moritz 



Re-Up Gang 



Clipse PresentThe Re-Up Gang (Koch) 

Any doubts that Clipse could survive with 
reduced production input from Neptunes are 
dismissed about 30 seconds into 'Million 
Dollar Corner'. The kind of lush funk strings 
and bass you'd associate more readily with 
Camp Lo descend dramatically like Pusha, 
Malice, and the other two have been wearing 
suede flares all day. The four take turns to 
glint verbals on how they're "the meaning of 
Superfly"and see things clearly "through 
Gucci aviators", each quietly roaring their 
1 5 seconds at the mic. You think back to their 
press talk on how they worked both ways 
with Neptunes, driving them further and 
weirder than, say, GwenStefani might -and 
you hear the other beats they've opted for on 
this, the first official album but fifth actual 
effort from their Re-Up Gang side project. 
And you realise that, whether on the 
Eminem-styled preset synth drama of 'My 
Life's The Shit' or the rippled Scott Storch- 
sounding pianos of 'Still Got It For Cheap', 
Clipse are firmly behind the wheel. You 
wonder if, maybe, the real doubt should 
be if the Neptunes are worth hearing 
without them. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Omar Rodriguez-Lopez and 
Jeremy Michael Ward 



Omar Rodriguez-Lopez and Jeremy 
Michael Ward (Rodriguez-Lopez 
Productions/Willie Anderson) 

While sonically this is a collection of field 
recordings, noise and musique concrete, 
its story puts chaos into the buzz. Jeremy 
Michael Ward died of a heroin overdose 
shortly before the release of the Mars Volta's 
first album, and this tragic event was largely 
responsible for an across-the-board end to 
the use of narcotics by the band. The result of 
knowing this, as a listener, is that you are 
encouraged to approach this bubbling, grey 
canvas of glitchy nothingness with a fevered 
emotional intensity. Everything echoes, and 
all noises equal resigned acceptance; the toy 
melodica of 'Impoverished Beliefs' becomes 
a Morricone Western theme, burning into 
light amid the ad hoc bleeps and the warmth 
of isolated crunches. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Roll Deep 



Return Of The Big Money Sound 
(Rolldeep Recordings) 

Reduced to words on paper, Return Of The 
Big Money Sound 'seems to follow the same 
template as Roll Deep's last official album, 
InAtThe Deep End, in how it lurches 
between styles; from the expected extremes 
of straight, unrefined grime ('Roll Deep Is 
Back') through moments titillating with 
bounce ('Do Me Wrong'), to a chirpy, Eighties 
skank ('Moving In Circles') and that most 
dreaded of novelties, the track played 
entirely on acoustic guitar ('We Can See It'). 
A couple of listens and the illusion fails, 
thankfully. Where that last album was a 
muddled and seemingly forced attempt at 
a dalliance with pop, this sees the crew focus 
on molesting genres on their own terms, 
accessorising them with sharp energy and 
the same sense of confident, cheeky fun that 
glittered so hard on 'Wearing My Rolex'. 
These are 1 2 tracks of lean goodness; 
12 dozen addictive hooks. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Rolo Tomassi 



Hysterics (Hassle) 

Because right now, they could mean 
anything. When Eva's screaming like she's 
giving birth to a demon, it could be a joyous 
occasion, or she could be mourning the 
downfall of mankind. But she's just as 
difficult to grasp when she's sweet: 'Macabre 
Charade' ambles to its sad climax, oddly 
jaunty like those way-back-when Hood 
records, before the archly portentous 
spazzcore thing takes over. RoloTomassi 
mean whatever you fancy, and everything 
more. To me, this means relief at the crisp 
sound; at the fact that ambition hasn't led 
to claustrophobic compression. And it's a 
reminder of myself as a teenager, racking 
a cut price tape of Huggy Bear's Taking The 
Rough With The Smooch next to my grubby 
old Genesis D90 of Trespass backed with 
Foxtrot.Jhey speak for energy wherever you 
care to read it, in many forms: ugly, nervous, 
beautiful.Their success isn't so much in 
covering such great distances, but in making 
them seem insignificant. 
Ringo P Stacey 



UndSoWeiter(Dirter) 

S/T have been lurking in their Frankfurt 
laboratory, turning out more limited edition 
mini-masterpieces of ingenious design than 
most bands have songs. That S/T will keep 
the listener on hold for an automated phone 
service recording for the best part of 1 7 
minutes is one thing; that they can maintain 
interest and shift gears to another plane 
entirely after doing so is another. Never ones 
to let go of an idea until it's run its course, 
their songs are dense, psychedelic, tunnel- 
vision epiphanies of motorik eccentricity 
which burst forth with all the passion of 
connoisseurs of the obscure. They've distilled 
their obsessions into a controlled, slow 
burning groove, peppered with elliptical 
hooks and lateral electronic delights. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Seven That Spells 



Black Om Rising (Beta-lactam Ring) 

This febrile crew of space cadets claw 
frantically for the stars on a craft built from 
heavy guitars, meltdown synths and honking 
sax. It's a hefty mission, and one which is as 




tylus: los campesinos! 



Grandaddy 

Under The Western Freeway (V2) 
"After reading an interview with 
Jason Lytle in Tape Op, I was 
inspired to re-listen to Under The 
Western Freeway. I get the 
impression it's been made in a 




unique to me and have a real personality i 



them. The combination of acoustic guitars and synths is 

like the juxtaposition between nature and computers (which is also explored in 

Grandaddy's artwork and lyrics), and works brilliantly. I'm quite happy for them to 

continue occupying the bulk of my ear-space." 

(Tom Campesinos!) 



exhausting as it is exhilarating - as it should 
be, given the gravitational pummelling they 
mete out in their quest to escape velocity. 
They achieve lift-off successfully, making a 
few reed-powered orbits of the earth, only to 
be swept away on the crest of a Shockwave 
emanating from somewhere near the Big 
Bang. The all-encompassing blissout which 
results is actually mind-blowing -see! The 
stars are forming. Lo! Worlds coalesce in 
clouds of space dust. Delay FX set to infinity! 
Monster bass and orgasmic chickawacka 
guitar duels! Far freaking out! 
Richard Fontenoy 



Shedding The Past (Ostgut Ton) 

Berlin's Ostgut Ton label, connected with 
the infamous nightclub Berghain, is currently 
pushing forward a fresh, vital sound. It's 
stripped-back and spacious, with nods to 
classic house and Basic Channel's proto- 
minimal dub techno. East German producer 
Shed widens its scope; rather than sticking to 
the techno-purist vision of Berghain resident 
Marcel Dettmann, Shed fuses this sound 
with shades of dreamy, early Nineties 
electronica like Aphex Twin andThe Black 
Dog. The result is a deeply personal 
album; from the immersive minimal of 
'Boose-Sweep' to the blissful sunrise sounds 
of 'The Lower Upside Down' and the brilliant 
lead-up to the first kick-drum drop, Shedding 
The Past draws from a rich electronic history 
to make techno with bold, broad horizons. 
Robin Wilks 



Wet Dog 



Enterprise Reversal (Angular) 

Hypnotic drums. Simple riffs. Vocals spat with 
the obstinance of a contrary child. I'm thrown 
back to the early days of Rough Trade; I'm 
recallingThe Raincoats and Young Marble 
Giants, with their stompy female vocals 
against sparse clatterings.Wet Dog are 
Rivka, Sarah and Billy: guitar, drums, bass; 
lo-fi, off kilter and charming. 'Alibi' jabbers 
and loops, 'Dirty Outside' stamps 
discordantly, and both choruses are 
reminiscent of uneven school choirs with 
their fervid excitement spewed out in yelps. 
They speed up, then linger, bleeding over 
doomy bass lines. Guitars squelch and jolt, 
then languidly slow to a dizzy haze. 
Emily Graham 



Benjamin Wethenll 



Laura (Red Deer Club) 

A man lives in the woods, surviving on want, 
berries and spying. He composes intricate 
arrangements that come to him in dreams 
as the owls watch through his window. 



He travels, with his songs, across Europe - he 
finds himself in Hungary, and records 1 
songs in A Hawk And A Hacksaw's studios 
(because the hawk is his favourite bird). 
They're gentle, unnerving stabs of magical, 
traditional folk, sung with a wavering 
voice that could challenge Devendra, 
CocoRosie and Bat For Lashes but come out 
victorious. "/ once had a lover, her hair black 
as coal/But I wanted to bleed her and murder 
her so/I wanted to bury her deep in a hole 
made for two/For I wanted a lover to love 
me like you ".The man doesn't return to 
the woods. 
Natalie Boxall 



Wovenhand 



Ten Stones (Sounds Familyre) 

A curious blend of retro folk-rock with 
a country twang and dissonance, Ten Stones 
verges on the bombastic. It springs lustily 
into life, evoking whirling dervish crowds 
dressed in beads gathering at megalithic 
sites for sing-a-longs; while narrowly 
swinging shy of a JethroTull level 
of smugness. 

The brightness of the sound is 
tempered by a thoughtful line in lyricism, 
a trait which co-producer Daniel Smith 
(of Danielson) encourages. There are also 
hints of frontman David Edwards' original 
group, 1 6 Horsepower, in his breathless, 
driving drawl; and the prowling tones of the 
concertina-like bandoneon are equally at 
home during electric hoedowns and backing 
this epic drone balladry. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Seed Records Volume Two (Seed) 

Seed are more well known - to me, at 
least - for their parties, underground raves 
that took place in a disused tube station in 
Aldwych before the venue was closed 
in 2004. 

Since, Seed have kept a somewhat 
lower profile, but Volume Two is proof 
they're holding a torch for some of 
electronica's more diverse, distant strains. 
There's plenty of heavy synth, be it Zombi's 
'Sessuale' (cape-clad wizardry a la 
Vangelis/John Carpenter) or Mokira's 
'Seven-Fly', a gelatinous throb that forms 
shapes like a Rorschach blot. Elsewhere, 
there are numerous permutations of 
post-Aphex beauty (Sleeps In Oysters' 
skittering 'New Pressed Pennies', the 
gabba-on-downers kick of Legowelt's 
'Airplanes In The Rain') and a stab at 
nu-ltalo courtesy of Maiovvi And Fortuna's 
'Countryside Hideaway'. 
Louis Pattison 
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Alibi Tom 

J| Scrapbook(LEON) 

#, Scrapbook is a decent 

collection of grandiose 
v *"* indie rock.The 

Scandinavian band's 
English language debut hints at an 
ambition and a sound that could fill 
stadiums. Some curious lyrics make for 
an entertaining listen: " I want all my buds 
to burst and I want to carry grapes "1 
Urn, OK! (HA) 




GR*8NB 




The Black Seeds 

Solid Ground 
(Sonar Kollektiv) 

Bona fide superstars in 
their native New 
Zealand, dub/funk 
crew The Black Seeds have been turning out 
solid, feelgood jams for 1 years now. It's 
the funk that shines brightest this time, in 
the likes of 'Slingshot' and 'Afrophone', 
which showcase the band at their most 
dextrous. (CL) 

a The Brian 

^^^ Jonestown 
«™^k Massacre 

ri Just Like Kicking 

Jesus(12T6nar/A) 
Manyfans thought 
they'd have to wait another four years for 
new Jonestown material. Luckily, there are 
scraps left on the cutting room floor; this 
is resplendent with screaming feedback, 
distant drums and a guitar being hacked to 
bits: psychedelia made in the mountains by 
the tatters of humanity. (ND) 

Peter Bruntnell 

Peter And The 
Murder Of Crows 
(Loose) 

Treading ground more 
akin to Elliott Smith 
than before, Bruntnell's latest release is as 
trustworthy as any other he's put his name 
to. In the same vein of songwriting as Paul 
Westerberg and John Doe, Bruntnell's 
brand of Americana is warm, accomplished 
and bold. (HA) 

Tom Carter and 
Christian Kiefer 

From The Great 
American 
Songbook 
(Preservation) 

Lushly presented work from two guitarists 
whose tilling of America's musical soil 
has earned them spurs among the improv 
and avant folk domains. Here we find 
them tackling some iconicfolksongs 
of the 1 9th and 20th Centuries with 
frequently spectral, often wordless 
results. (NG) 

Monika Kruse 

Changes Of 
Perception 
(Terminal M) 

Changes Of Perception 
isaheadytrip.lt is 
at once emotive and minimal, chugging 
along with the efficiency of a speed train. 
It's about as Berlin-esque as it gets; 
cool, vibrant and effortlessly suave, 
forcing its way to the front of the class. 
(HA) 







Pope Joan 

Hot Water, Lines 
And Rickety 
Machines (One Inch 
Badge) 

Shouty Brighton types 
Pope Joan fall into the same trap as so 
many purveyors of heavily structured math 
rock-too much math, not enough rock. 
Songs like '49 Years' Time' and single 'No 
TV suffocate themselves with structure, 
ending up calculated and sterile. No 
surprises. No fun. (CL) 

Ra Ra Riot 

The Rhumb Line 
(V2) 

We need more well 
scrubbed, prep-pop 
bands like we needed 
Vampire Weekend in the first place, but let's 
not begrudge Ra Ra Riot's conservatively 
pretty perfection. The Rhumb Line offers 
nothing revolutionary; just a bittersweet, 
autumnal rustle and a cover of Kate Bush's 
'Suspended In Gaffa' that'll set you 
shaking. (AL) 

The Residents 

The Bunny Boy 
(Mute) 

Initial bursts of melody 
invigorate as on past 
masterpieces 
{Commercial Album, Meet The Residents); 
then, by track three (Tm Not Crazy'), the 
record returns to its epic doom story with 
lots of lush synth swirls and nasty, 
demented imagery. Brilliant. (JF) 

Rivulets 

YouAreMyHome 
(0 Rosa) 

Nathan Amundson is 
Rivulets. His songs are 
gentle and spare, often 
suggesting what a far less florid Antony 
might sound like while attempting the work 
of Nick Drake. This is an oversimplification, 
but it captures the feel of You Are My 
Home, where calm arrangements take the 
lead.(NR) 

~^^ Ruby Throat 

W't- /.wl The Ventriloquist 

/jj*7]* JJ^i (Sleep Like Wolves) 

In superb contrast 
tothefaerie-from- 
psycholand, primal 
histrionics of her prior Daisy Chainsaw/ 
Queen Adreena contexts - and thrown, 
here, into sharp relief as something 
otherworldly and exceptional - Katie 
Jane Garside spins bruised lyrical 
bewitchery and drapes wraithlike shapes 
around the starlit magic of current foil 
Chris Wittingham.(JP) 

Sea Wolf 

Leaves In The River 
(Dangerbird) 

'You're A Wolf 
is the jewel in the 
crown of this album, 
but it's ably accompanied by a fine 
collection of muted melancholia. The sweet 
and sour lyrics might seem overwrought 
now that the sun's out, but they'll 
experience a new lease of life when it 
clouds over. (CL) 











Sic Alps 

U.S.EZ(Siltbreeze) 

San Francisco's 
gnarliest twist their 
damaged-daybreak 
psych towards 
something bolt-bustingly shambolic. 
Sweet, sweaty, and lurching upon paisley 
clown stilts, they gibber non-sequiturs. 
Reverb and noise are applied like dayglo 
weapons; and the Holy Modal boogie of 
'Gelly Roll Gum Drop' is just mighty. (JP) 

Small Sails 
# i| : ? Similar 
i^Lti. Anniversaries 

.jtf/S-i^''"**" ( Resonant ) 

I've found myself 
singingalongtothisat 
full pelt, which is surprising, being as it's 
chiefly an instrumental affair. Small Sails 
riddle tunes with playful melodies it's hard 
to resist aiding, and abetting, the fun. This is 
what 'folktronica' could've been. (TC) 

Ten Kens 

Ten Ken (Fat Cat) 

From the teeth-rattling 
reverb of 'Bearfight' to 
the bruising riff of 
'Spanish Fly'Jen Kens 
display no lack of menace as they mixThe 
Icarus Line's belligerence with the 
scratchiness of early Pixies. (CL) 

David 
Vandervelde 

Waiting ForThe 
Sunrise (Secretly 
Canadian) 

DavidVandervelde's 
second collection of autumnal folk pop 
might sound suspiciously like the music 
your dad used to play in the car, but that 
doesn't mean nothing's going for it. 
Waiting For The Sunrise is nostalgia, all soft 
textures and forgiving melodies. Secretly 
enjoyed those road trips, didn't you? (CL) 

Mr. David Viner 

Among The 
Rumours And The 
Rye (Loose) 

Viner's a philosophical 
gent who says things 
like, "One thing I've learnt to understand, is 
that love and death go hand in hand". A 
city boy he ain't, a thinker he is. Produced by 
Ed Harcourt, his third record's twangy blues 
are melancholy and soothing. (TH) 

Windy And Carl 

Songs ForThe 
Broken Hearted 
(Kranky) 

Windy Weber and Carl 
Hultgrenareafixed 
point ofsoft,somnambulant dream-rock 
opt-out amid a life of information overload. 
It's prettily nebulous as ever, but Weber's 
(indecipherable) vocals hint at a melancholy 
that the title makes explicit. (FM) 

Brief notes by: Hayley Avron, 
Nat Davies, Jonathan Falcone, 
Noel Gardner, Tom Howard, 
Chris Lo, Andrzej Lukowski, Frances 
Morgan, James Papademetrie, 
Ned Raggett, Daniel Spicer, 
The Corpo 






Volcano! 



Paperwork (Leaf) 

If Paperwork, Volcano ! 's second album, were 
to make them big, it would/will be just the 
sort of thing people hold back their best and 
sharpest knives for. The cut-glass shimmer 
of highlife guitar that the Chicago trio drops 
into tracks like 'Palimpsests' would be 
damned as unseemly appropriation; the 
vocals of Aaron With (what sort of surname 
is that anyway? Whatta dick!) would not be 
seen by the majority as keening, quasi- 
melismatic splendour but as ear-hurting, 
drama school residue. Question from the 
back: why so defensive about an at-this- 
moment-unheard record by a broadly 
unknown band? Because there's so much 
wonderful, enveloping rhythmic invention in 
here that it makes one's reactions irrational. 
Makes them human. 
Noel Gardner 

in the studio: volcano! 

We recorded at: "Shape Shoppe in 
Chicago. It was completely draining and 
we're all glad it's over. Good thing it sounds 
tight, or else I'd probably just depressively eat 
my way into a fat hospital. I heard some lady 
say that on the street and have been waiting 
to use it somewhere." 
We ate: "Sam, Mark and Blue Hawaii 
frequented this local joint called Baba's 
which has fish sandwiches. One time 
I brought a peanut butter and jelly 
sandwich to save money." 
We watched: " If we hadn't been recording 
an album perhaps we would have watched 
M*A *S*H reruns." 
(Aaron With) 



Yo Majesty 



Futuristically Speaking... Never Be 
Afraid (Domino) 

Yo Majesty are often compared with New 
York's ESG.This only makes sense according 
to a) memesis, b) lazy journalists going, 'Oh 
look, more than one black woman in hip- 
hop; it must be like ESG', or c) the fact it goes 
off in a club. Florida based rappers Shunda K 
and Jwl B have as much in common with 
Eighties Miami bass and Lil John. Like his, a 
lot of their lyrics make no obvious sense but 
are dislocated, self-liberating slogans. Part of 
the fun is in trying to discern sense from their 
fast, fantastic rapping. The other part is in the 
score by producers like Basement Jaxx and 
Sunship, which, unlike a lot of current, one 
dimensional hip-hop/club crossover stuff, 
is aware of the diversity of styles street 
bass has worked out since ESG put down 
their bongos. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



James Yorkston 



When The Haar Rolls In (Domino) 

If you've ever been to James Yorkston's 
stomping ground -the East Neuk of Fife - 
you'll be well aware that 'Haar' is the Scots 
word for a sea fog that regularly rolls in from 
the North Sea. The title, then, suggests 
mystery; a meteorological netherworld. 
As such, opener 'B's Jig' is more a medicated 
slow dance than a bawdy bar-room jig. 
Yorkston is supported by English folk 
luminaries Norma and MikeWaterson, Marry 
Gilhooly and Oily Knight; and indeed, the 
finished product is polished, with some 
of Yorkston's rougher edges gone. But 
ultimately, this is something of a shame. 
Stuart Aitken 
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original sin 

Words: Euan Andrews 
Illustration: Anna Higgie 

Suicide 

Live 1977-1 978 (Blastfirstpetite) 

To experience Suicide live today can be 
a dispiriting experience. While their sporadic 
recorded output has maintained focus and 
intensity- most recently culminating in the 
seething, glittering inferno of 2002's American 
Supreme -their live appearances can be a 
totally different kettle of decaying fish. 

Regularly disinterred by one of their legion 
of acolytes -maybe Jason, maybe Nick-the 
21st Century Suicide experience usually 
involves plenty of shouting at the audience, 
a remorseless and cursory grind through 
'Rocket USA', a bit of a strop and possibly 
a storming offstage. It's a holiday camp cabaret; 
they're an act whose innovations seem to 
have led to an Elvis in Vegas-style 
re-enactment of their past triumphs. 

Perhaps there's no other way it could have 
been. Suicide's reputation is still locked around 
that first, iconic self-titled album of 1 977, their 
notorious live appearances in New York and 
their European tours of 1 978, supporting Elvis 
Costello and The Clash. Of early live documents, 
all that has previously been released is the 
1978 'official bootleg' of 23 Minutes Over 
Brussels; a recording of a Costello support 
slot at Anciennes Belgique in which an 
audience of irate New Wavers takes serious 
umbrage at Alan Vega's maniacally echoing 
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vocals and Martin Rev's free electro onslaught 
(but after all, how can punk not involve 
guitars?!) They pinch Vega's microphone, 
without halting his increasingly enraged 
shrieks, before a final bottling sees the duo 
offstage. 

That moment is here in this limited edition 
box set, along with twelve other, slightly more 
straightforward, complete performances 
spread over six discs. The recordings are culled 
from the archive of Howard Thompson, A&R 
man at Bronze Records, who first distributed 
Suicide's debut album outside the USA. 

A hideous, permanent 
mirror image of urban 
degradation pushed to 
the very edge 

Captured on small, handheld cassette recorders 
that were available at the time, the sound 
quality is, to put it mildly, variable. But it 
doesn't matter; there's an incendiary raw 
power to these gigs, completely un-remastered 
or remixed, that places you right there, in the 
centre of the moment. 

Discs one and two, which collate gigs 
played at CBGB's and Max's Kansas City from 
late 1 977 and early 1 978, find Suicide on their 
home NYC turf. Truly, this is the stuff of legend. 
To hearthe ominous, churning pulse of 
'Ghostrider' and the skin-shredding descent 
into hell of 'Frankie Teardrop' coming live 



from the filth-coated dens and holes of their 
city of inspiration is to return to the very source; 
a hideous, permanent, nightmare mirror image 
of urban degradation pushed to the very edge. 
Vega and Rev are clearly playing to an already 
converted crowd, one of whom is a fairly 
permanent presence on all the New York 
recordings; he is referred to in the extensive 
accompanying booklet as 'Shouting Man', 
always gleefully howling along with Vega. 

Much of the remainder of the box focuses 
on Suicide's aforementioned European tours, 
where they play to audiences whose response 
varies from disinterest to total hatred. 
Confrontation is the name of the game, 
night after night, show after show, whether 
it be manifest in the massed crowd's chants 
demanding headlinersThe Clash (at London's 
MusicMachine)orVega proclaiming the 
audience at Berlin's NeueWelt, "...a bunch 
of good Nazis!" 

This is the sound of Suicide building 
their myth; of these men forging themselves 
in battle. By the end of these exhaustive 
CDs, you may never want to hear some of 
these songs again. But each gig is a different 
event as Suicide refine and change elements 
oftheirsetovera period of nine 
months -towards the end, 'Frankie Teardrop' 
disappears, finding itself replaced by 
the equally terrifying 'Harlem' - making this 
more akin to an audio documentary than 
a standard music release. Perhaps, on the 
live front at least, this was Suicide's 
evolutionary peak. 
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let it be 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 

Illustration: Pellet 

Various 

Tighten Up Volume One: Deluxe Edition (Trojan) 

Dissolve. Into the ether. Survey pop history like 
Jesus on the hill, wondering who to bless with a 
pentapeptide spillage of immortality. Eternal youth 
forever, so fuck the artists, fuck the bands, the 
perishable liaisons and fading friendships, the 
reunion tours waiting to happen. Here's to the 
factories, the immutable galvanization that only 
raw commerce can create, the production lines, 
the ferociously competitive local vipers' nests 
whose sparks fuel the fire. Atlantic. Motown. Stax. 
Tin Pan Alley. Def Jam. And, of course, Trojan and 
the Jamaican scene it peddled to Brit skinheads. 
What's always made the Tighten Up comps 
such great introductions to ska and rocksteady 
(and onwards to roots and dub) is their sheer 
irresistibility as pop music. The strength of 
songwriting nous was sharpened by a thirst for the 
sweet, deep fizz coming from those black 
American sweatshops I've mentioned; a thirst that 
had never dimmed since the Fifties soundsystems 
first partied-up the island and primed it for 



independence. This music found a new offbeat 
sway called ska roundabout '64, slowed into 
rocksteady come '67, and was repackaged by 
Trojan for ex-pat Kingstonians and mods appalled 
by hippiedom. It's had a deep hold ever since. 

But surveying pop's current hell-march 
marshalling of history like Dante led by Virgil, you 
wonder who deserves this smug curatorship, what 
all this re-telling and re-mastering gains us. Eternal 
youth forever, so fuck this ease, fuck this orgiastic 

you wonder what all 
this re-telling and re- 
mastering gains us 

necrophilia (of which Trojan have long been among 
the most slaggish participants): fuck the re-issue 
market. Here's to the search, to finding a Tighten 
Up compilation (sans the pointless B-sides and 
bonus tracks this 'deluxe' edition fleshes things out 
with) on vinyl, second hand, and sticking with it. 
Because that issf/7/the statement that will skewer 
you. Get a Tighten Up comp that clocks in at under 
40 minutes, that doesn't give you opportunities to 
skip to your faves or burn them into a digital 
dispensability you can meld with your lifestyle; 



whose random range and chaotic charge worked 
way better than this grotesque gerrymandering of 
acetates and afterthoughts, this attempt to shame 
this music into behaving. 

Volume One isn't the best Tighten Up comp 
anyhoo (that's Volume Two, for The Pioneers, Soul 
Sisters and Upsetters), and it has too much of a 
placental link to American R&B to sound as unique 
as later Tighten Ups would. But don't let specifics 
blind you to the wider war: it's becoming 
disgusting, the sheer lack of effort that the reissue 
market engenders; the way all music becomes 
judged by how neatly you can slot it into the 
lineage; the clamour for cash-f rom-the-canon, 
rendering all accessible and nothing meaningful. 
I know for a fucking fact that exposure to the 
instant thrills of a Tighten l/p comp on vinyl will 
lead you to a love affair that'll last your life; but this 
essentially tedious flogging of a long-devoured 
horse is in danger of being so flabbily tiring in its 
obscurantism and spoddish 'collation' that it might 
put you off the riches to come. Don't let that 
happen, and put the bleedin' hours in, you lazy 
fucks - spit out the teat, stop the pig-out, the 
feeding frenzy and the gluttony. Stay hungry and 
fucking well concentrate. 

Into your shell. 



The Factory Recordings (LTM) 

When Ted Milton's sax-led power trio broke 
cover on 1 980's A Factory Quartet- a four 
act, double album sampler- Blurt's assault 
of counterculture theatrics and their English 
take on no-wave skronk caused shaved 
heads to be scratched ad nauseum. Twenty- 
eight years on, this compilation of Blurt's 
Factory CtoTef tracks, plus their non-Factory 
Live In Berlin set of scratch -funk howl, fits in 
more easily with the current wave of avant 
junk stylists. You can see how Blurt became 
jokers in the Fac pack. As a poet, Milton had 
Sixties kudos thanks to his appearance in 
Michael Horovitz's seminal Children Of 



Albion poetry collection. As a puppeteer, 
Tony Wilson put him on the telly; he was the 
perfect, artistic misfit court jester. Crucially, 
Milton's early Eighties proto-Blurt prodded 
with the raw insistence of barricade hopping 
sloganeers and pop-eyed provocateur-ism. 
Come twitch awhile to this most deliciously 
twisted of national treasures. 
Neil Cooper 



Gang Of Four 



Songs Of The Free (EMI) 
Hard (EMI) 

There's something very perfect about 
bands that make an untouchably great 
debut album and never get close to it again. 



You could make a good case for Gang Of 
Four as a leading member of this club. 
Entertainment, now claimed forever 
as an easy reference point for lazy writers 
struggling to describe anything with stiff 
drums and audible bass, towers over the rest 
of their work - and, listening to these two 
dubiously re-issued final albums, it seems 
better than ever. 

By 1983, Gang Of Four had lost its 
original rhythm section, so the alarm bells 
were ringing long before the hilariously OTT, 
cod-soul backing vocals introduce 'Is It Love', 
the first song on Hard.JU\s is the band's 
attempt at something like New Romanticism. 
Instead, it's curiously sexless funk, a bit like 



Simon Le Bon's terrifying metallic 
nightmares. Its predecessor, Songs Of The 
Free, skirts close to the same pitfalls at times, 
but 'Call Me Up' is yearning; a rabble- 
rousing, off-kilter hit. 'I Love A Man In 
Uniform' is the perfect marriage of polemic 
and accessibility, a smirking reading out 
of slogans thatyou can imagine on 
garish billboards. 'Muscle For Brains' is 
a sourTomTom Club, and the Conrad- 
quoting 'We Live As We Dream Alone' 
is imperious. Production here is dated, 
but so long as you can temporarily forget 
the brilliance of what came before, it's a 
direct, bold record. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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bring back those happy days 

Words: Marcus O'Dair 
Illustration: John Cei Douglas 

Sister Rosetta Tharpe 

Up Above My Head (Snapper) 

Born in Arkansas in 1 91 5, Sister Rosetta Tharpe 
was (allegedly) performing by the age of four; by 
1 951 , her fame was such that her third wedding 
was attended by a reported 25,000 fee paying 
guests. It's only right, then, that she's remembered 
as the first superstar of gospel music. 

Yet a fair epitaph would assess her legacy in 
still grander terms, since her ability to transcend 
that genre was (and is) the reason she achieved 
such fame, then and now (she's since been 
cited as an influence by everyone from Jerry Lee 
Lewis and Little Richard to Alabama 3 and 
The Noisettes). 

A quick glance over the tracklisting for Up 
Above My Head Will throw up two lots of 'Jesus', 
twice a 'Lord', and numerous other Christian 
references - but when you play the thing, you 
realise that, while Up Above My Head may be 
presented as music for Sunday mornings, it's 
saturated with the experiences of Saturday night. 



Sister Rosetta, after all, appeared in New York 
nightclubs alongside major swing era stars like 
Cab Calloway and Benny Goodman - and it's 
not difficult to see why the resulting jazz and 
blues influences present within her work so 
offended conservative churchgoers at the time. 
This is prototype soul music from a time when 
such music actually had soul. More than anything, 
that soul comes through hervocal inflections; 

Bruised but 
incandescent, her 
voice offers a glimpse 
of salvation 

bruised but incandescent, her voice somehow 
offers a glimpse of salvation even to those who 
share this writer's inability to believe such a thing 
exists. Her cords are versatile, stretching from up- 
tempo, piano boogie numbers like 'Up Above My 
Head I Hear Music In The Air', 'Can't No Grave Hold 
My Body Down' and her first crossover hit, 'Strange 
Things Happening Every Day', to the bleak 'Were 
You There When They Crucified My Lord?' (a song 



later covered by another fan, Johnny Cash. Tharpe 
was his favourite recording artist). Best of all, 'What 
Is The Soul Of Man?' and 'Don't Take Everybody To 
Be Your Friend' don't fall far short of their 
description in the liner notes as being among the 
greatest blues and gospel recordings ever: the 
former posits, over chugging blues guitar, the 
titular question, and is quite a step from your 
standard my-baby-done-gone-left-me lyric. The 
latter, while being no poetic masterpiece, 
showcases the kind of soaring vocals that would 
later appear in another church-birthed child 
prodigy-turned-soul sister, Aretha Franklin. 

Inevitably, there are gaps. The lack of 'I Want A 
Tall Skinny Papa' is no grave omission, but it's a 
shame to find no 'Rock Me', no 'Precious Lord' 
and no Trouble In Mind'. Perhaps worst of all, 
there is apparently no room for 'I Looked Down 
The Line (And I Wondered)', arguably one of 
Tharpe's finest moments. However, this edition 
of Up Above My Head makes a decent enough 
starting point for those hankering for a taste of 
the Sister Rosetta faith. There's always the four 
CD Original Soul Sister box set, replete with 40 
page booklet, if you find yourself becoming a 
true believer. 



Gale Garnett And The Gentle 
Reign 



An Audience With The King Of Wands/ 
Sausalito Heliport (Rev-Ola) 

These days, when someone pronounces 
the words 're-released psych obscurities', 
I envision bad cover versions of Cream songs 
(note: I don't much like Cream anyway) and 
seek windows for self-defenestration. 
But, every so often, the description covers 
something of actual interest; hence these 
late Sixties albums by ex-folk singer/actress 
Garnett and the passable quartet she hooked 
up with. Both albums are smorgasbords of 
time and place and jaw-droppingly great in 
places, especially on drone-pop numbers like 
'BreakingThrough' and the bizarro musical 



theatre comedy of 'Freddy Mahoney'. 
Garnett 's voice - low and cool but not 
without flashes of wry animation and a 
country-politan twang -delivers everything. 
There's anything here from Stax-style R&B to 
piano cabaret freakouts, to a 'Ballad for F 
Scott Fitzgerald' and the story of a lost deer 
panicking in the modern city. Because why 
not, after all? 
Ned Raggett 



Bruce Haack 



Haackula (Omni Recording 
Corporation) 

Haackula is not strictly a reissue, as these late 
Seventies tracks by electronic maverick Bruce 
Haack have never before seen the sanitising 



light of a CD - but it is most certainly 
archive material in every sense, a bitter 
seance conducted with bent circuits and 
quite admirable misanthropy. 

Haack is best known for a 1 969 
electronic concept album called Electric 
Luciferaud his awesome synthesiser records 
for children: I envy any kid brought up in his 
analogue nursery, grooving to 'School For 
Robots'. Haackula is the grown-up darkness 
that Haack more than hinted at- in a more 
symbolic, epic way- on Electric Lucifer, 
turned inward, vituperative, sad and funny 
just eight years later. Lucifer's lukewarm 
reception and continued critical apathy sent 
the composer into his bedroom studio and, 
by the sounds of it, the maws of severe 



depression. Haack's trademark pitter-patter 
keyboards, purring oscillators and squelches 
of filter take on a compulsive, dark aspect as 
his vocodered, rasping voice spits "The more 
I grew- the more I knew/The world was full 
of shit". We're deep in a kind of picturesque, 
psychedelic nihilism that's more akin to black 
metal than the BBC Radiophonics Workshop: 
"Day of hate and day of death, "Haack 
intones over a sinister, proto-acid house 
bassline, "Day when deceivers draw their 
final frozen breath... " 

That professional and creative 
disillusionment is at the heart of this album 
is indisputable, but Haackula deserves to be 
rated as far more than an embittered, kitsch 
curio. Haack created audacious pop music 
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from homemade, modified instruments, 
and unpretentiously wove in elements of 
avant-garde electronic music with as much 
skill and originality as recognised pioneers 
such as Jean-Jacques Perrey or Raymond 
Scott - but with infinitely more attitude, 
humour and a propensity to growl "Fuck the 
lycanthropic acids/Poured from philosophic 
sfe/ns'' over mangled Casio circuitry. 
Frances Morgan 



Carole King 



Tapestry: Legacy Edition (Sony BMG) 

This was one of my mum's favourites. When 
I was six, maybe eight, I remember her asking 
me if I didn't want to grow up to play music 
like Ms King, one day, and if not, why not? 
I was learning the piano; and the cover 
image of Carole King's signature record - her 
in denims, with a crocheted cushion, bare 
feet and a cat- made the whole thing look 
way more comfortable, relaxed and 
appealing than the way I was experiencing 
it (via the ritual of oral exercises when 
I couldn't really sing, and sitting 
examinations in front of fusty superiors 
wearing strong perfume and suits). 

So yes, I did want to grow up into that. 
And I still kind of do-if only I could deal 
chords like clever hands of cards, or rustle 
quiet nights into soft flame with flaxen 
vocals and cocoa tones and such unadorned, 
straight delivery of normal, humble, 
'everything is OK' words. Maybe I'll pretend 
I car/do just that alongside the included live 
recording (taken from various concerts King 
played between 1 973 and 1 976); or maybe 
I'll just listen, and imagine, on long drives. 
Lauren Strain 



Skin Turns To Glass (The End) 

The ever prolific Nadja sound like the desert 
in widescreen on this remake of 2003's 
CD-R. On opener 'Sandskin', they pile 
tsunamis of loosely structured chords over 
massive cymbal drops and hard drum 
machine kicks - and it feels like everything 
was recorded with the purpose of shaking 
the studio to the ground. Then, Skin Turns To 
Glass drops to snail's pace chords with layers 
of bowed guitar drone and guttural vocals 
acting as the voices of the ancients. 
They disintegrate into beat-less, echoing 
atmospheres, urging you to e/7/byfeeling 
lost. Of course, you can't feel lost for too long 
without beginning to feel frightened; and 
'Slow Loss' is a miserable dirge of 
descending chords and squalling cacophony. 
The final, unnamed track (and this remake's 
addition) seems unnecessary, consisting as it 
does of looping, soporific ambience that lasts 
for 29 minutes and climaxes with a thrashy, 
feral chaos -just to make sure you were 
paying attention. 
Marcus Scott 



Orange 



In The Midst Of Chaos (De Stijl) 

If ever a band pulled in different directions, 
it was Orange, the late Seventies Connecticut 
quartet which provided an early showground 
for the talents of improvisational 
saxophonist, Paul Flaherty. Problem was, 
his bandmates weren't all quite so keen 
on pursuing that free shit when there were 
Charlie Parker standards to cover. 

This reissue (of their sole album) captures 
Orange in three sessions between 1 976 and 
1 977, just before they shook themselves to 



pieces. Even supposedly more tranquil tracks 
such as 'The Liquid Nature Of, where Barry 
Greika's guitar sheds droplets of glassy 
reverb over Glen 'Hobbit' Peterson's beatnik 
club drums, sound like a challenge tossed 
between players. 

It's not all tumbling freakout 
action -'Broccoli' is a fairly mundane, 
bop-inspired workout - but as Flaherty's 
sax and Greika's trumpet describe arcs of 
interdependence and repulsion on 'Sad Joy', 
or as 'Subway OverThe Rainbow' melts 
down and regenerates, this is one battle 
worth commemorating. 
Abi Bliss 



The Savage Resurrection 



The Savage Resurrection (Mod Lang) 

How many more of these supposed lost 
classics' remain to be dusted off and thrown 
back at we poor shoppers? I have perhaps 
an unfair- but pleasing anyway-sneaky 
suspicion that it's all a sham; that Jon 
Spencer is tucked away in Toe Rag studios, 
chortling heartily to himself as the pennies 
roll in. It's a murky world and, to my ears, 
finding a gem among the deluge becomes 
increasingly more difficult. 

Last year's stunning rediscovery of 
The Dragons' never-before-released record 
was a revelation, and, thankfully, this 
unearthing of the scuzzy rock blast of 
The Savage Resurrection's 1 969 album 
is a winner, too. If they occasionally lapse 
into formulaic Yardbirds-y R&B - not 
unusual for music recorded at a time when 
bands were given mere weeks by mercenary 
labels to write an album's worth of material 
- they're easily forgiven when songs 
like 'Thing In E' belt along, falling 
somewhere between early Can and 
the Groundhogs. 
The Corpo 



The Seconds 



Kratitude (5RC) 

This is a heavyweight vinyl (gatefold sleeve) 
reissue for the Williamsburg trio's second 
album. The sleeve gives a fair indication of 
the musical content - as Plan B wrote back 
in 2005: "Intentionally infantile, stressed out 
and repetitive" . Faces are scribbled out. 
Sharks have fierce looking teeth indeed. 
Drum is dead, very dead. 

Whereas Y, the 2001 album from Brian 
Chase (Yeah Yeah Yeahs), Zachary Marx 
(Ex-Models) and the fearsome Jeannie 
Kwon (graduate engineering student), was 
punchy and immediately catchy, Kratitude 
saw the trio following their Brooklyn peers, 
Liars, down the abstract and anti-melodic 
path. It seemed to be deliberately eschewing 
accusations of commercialism in the 
post- Yeah Yeah Yeahs world: as if Chase, 
in particular, needed to prove his avant 
credentials. Not necessarily a bad idea - 
the world is full of crap, second rate Karen 
Os - and in place of the jagged hyperactive 
pop was some thrilling, jerky, abrasive, 
minimal, almost spiteful sounding 
music recorded on Chase's old four track 
in Brooklyn. 

Kratitude is as liable to careen into a full 
force tantrum as it is to slip into frantic Mae 
Shi-style repetition. 'Dogsicle' degenerates 
through tempered distortion into kinetic 
force. 'Moving' is pure, post-hardcore rage. It 
was at this precise point The Seconds broke 
free of their moorings. 
Everett True 









Children Of The Sixth Root Race 

Yahowa Presents Songs From The Source: Children Of The 
Sixth Root Race (Drag City) 

It's all about the context. " Being a Jewish Sixties flower 
child, a singer-songwriter of songs for humanity, I naturally 
gravitated to the first Rainbow Family gathering of Tribes, 
writes Djin Aquarian -the current musical force behind the cosmic, 
psychedelic blues jam band YaHoWaH 1 3 - in the sleeve notes. " But as 
glorious and wonderful a human undertaking as it was and is, it was not 
enough of the human consciousness' experimental experience to satisfy my 
soul." This was 1969. Three years later, looking for "free thought, free love, 
nudity, home schooling, home birthing, home dying, self-sufficient 
community, 24/7 and forever," Djin joined Father Jim Baker and his 'family', 
The Children of The Sixth Root Race. Baker was a tubby, bearded, middle- 
aged Maharishi yoga master and raw foodist who also ran a chain of 
successful vegetarian restaurants. He had been an early follower of Yogi 
Bhajan, and when Bhajan announced to his followers that he was not God, 
Baker assumed the title for himself: Yod, and later Yahowa. COTSRR put out 
several releases; they're all weird and jammed out. The music is serviceable, 
psych-jam Seventies blues-rock with some rousing white-girl backing 
harmonies, Hari-Krishna-esque tribal drumming, wah-wah guitars and woo- 
woo organ. Sounds like a good party, but you had to be there. Yod bless 'em, 
their party is over; the weird hope, choral harmonies and archetypal 
posturing of COTSRR are the sounds of a past time, but fascinating for 
unreconstructed Dead-heads, amateur archivists of lost pop subcultures and 
musicological anthropologists. (Rest in) Peace. 
Jesse Darlin' 




Shining 



III Angst, Sjalvdestruktivitetens 
Emissarie/ IV, The Eerie Cold 
(Peaceville) 

Much contemporary black metal can be seen 
as an attempt to unravel the strands laid 
down by the original BM pioneers; whole 
sub-genres are dedicated to recreating 
Burzum's buzzing desolation, or the 
Wagnerian symphonies of Emperor. In such 
a context, Sweden's 'suicidal' black metal 
outfit, Shining, can be seen as descendents 
of Dead, the original Mayhem singer who 
might barely have made it onto wax but 
killed himself by self-administered gunshot 
wound. Shining vocalist Niklas 'Kvarforth' 
Olsson cuts himself with razorblades onstage 
and disappeared in 2006; rumours of his 
death circulated, but the band's replacement 
singer, 'Ghoul', later turned out to be 
Kvarforth in added make-up. 2002's fine 
///is mid-paced, gothic black metal that 
sounds like it's gone and dosed on a fistful 
of tranqs, with its guitars soaked in reverb 
and Kvarforth wheezing in a woozy guttural. 
Its 2005 follow-up, meanwhile, is more 
divisive, debuting a cleaner sound complete 
with acoustic guitars and progressive 
melodies; it's a spot BM kitsch in places, 
but still worth a listen. 
Louis Pattison 



Taman Shud 



Goolutionites And The Real People 
(Aztec) 

Give some top grade acid to an 
environmentally conscious hard rock band 
whose name means 'The Ultimate End', and 
suddenly all they want to do is save trees. 
The title track from this 1 970 beast is a 60 
second plea to hug some Eucaplypt; they're 
the Sydney eco-warriors predating Midnight 
Oil by several years. They proceed to boogie 
on down like clowns as twin guitars cook up 
a gluttonous roast of Cream-y blues jams. 
Tim Gaze was a Clapton-worshipping 
1 6-year-old prodigy peaking hard like 
Salinger's Glass kids. He shreds so hard on 
one of these tunes ('Being Absolutely Free') 
that the song practically turns into 'Free Bird' 
and flies away (for more stellar star-gazing, 



check out Kahvas Jute's 1 974 masterwork, 
Wide Open). Four charming singles and a 
serene flute ready themselves to romance 
the listener; as do the songs about friendship. 
Shane Moritz 



Teenage Filmstars 



Star(Artpop!) 

In 1 991 , Edward Ball cobbled together noisy 
beats, slurpy sounds and weird-ass dialogue 
samples over traffic noises. Maybe Ball (who, 
at the time of this record's original release, 
was sharing a label with Kevin Shields) had 
heard My Bloody Valentine's Isn't Anything 
demos and decided to smack out some lo-fi 
dream pop before the sandstorm of Isn 't 
Anything actually arrived. But that's 
speculation. The occasional, lulling keyboard 
line and dubby bass give the sprays of noise 
some groove, and Stans often gloriously 
baggy (check out the morbid, exhaled vocals 
across the beats of 'Inner Space'). But it's the 
set of bonus tracks on this reissue that really 
lets you in on the cut-up nature of the album; 
all notions of 'songs' go out the window 
after track 1 0, which is also when the record 
becomes tenfold more interesting. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Tubes 



Goin' Down (Cherry Red) 

An observation of whoever wrote the potted 
Tubes biog in the booklet for this, the latest 
compilation afforded to these oft-compiled 
post-glam roues, opening observation -that 
the teenage punk me couldn't hack this 
kinda thing, but with age comes wisdom - is, 
you suspect, not at all unique to the writer. 
Their signature song being titled 'White 
Punks On Dope' did not exactly make The 
Tubes a punk band; but neither were their 
ice-encrusted, sardonic lyrics and city 
council-vexing stage act things that punk 
was 'supposed' to destroy. 'God-Bird 
Change' - a silver-collar disco-rawk 
instrumental - opened their live sets circa 
'77, and by the Eighties the septet had 
settled into sly, intentionally creepy soft rock. 
Ween, Faith No More andTurbonegro are 
arguable descendants. 
Noel Gardner 
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Plan B locks swords with the RZA, checkerboard-style 



"The game of chess, is like a swordfight/You must 
think first, before you move" -Da Mystery of 
Chessboxin, Wu-Tang Clan 

Wu-Tang and chess. It makes sense, doesn't it? 
A game of strategy, attack, pieces leveraging each 
others' strengths. You have players crouched 
intently over a board, trying to figure each other 
out, trying to psych each other out into downright 
humiliation. You have grandmasters and proteges, 
international feuds, games that represent so much 
more than the 32 pieces and 64 squares and the 
bazillions of combinations of pieces and shapes 
which can be thrown down as challenge. Chess is 
smart. It's quick. Good play demands style, a deft 
touch. What could be more hip-hop than that? 
And then you have the RZA, a man who's a 
master, if not yet a grandmaster, of both. He's led 
the Wu-Tang Clan and the Swarm Of Bees, the ever- 
growing family of Wu-Tang-associated acts, to a 
level of fame and market ubiquity that made KISS's 
branding efforts look as sophisticated as biro on 
a T-shirt. But all that was only RZA's first step toward 
building a parallel career acting, composing for 
films, and now, directing them. And he's also been 
busy setting up WuChess.com, where fans can learn 
the game and play online. By some stroke of luck, 
I got to meet him across a chessboard. 

So, why WuChess? 

"You gotta think in chess. You gotta practise 
thinking. If you're practising thinking, you don't 
become so quickly reactive. You watch the news, 
and there's two men killed one minute, cause 
they're on the stoop and they just did it like that. 
I got a buddy, this guy was smarter when it came to 
mathematics, this was a real strong guy. He went 
to jail for 32 years, you know why?" 

Why? 

"Because he robbed a man. The man gotsix 
dollars and they killed him. And he was a father. 
And I know because that's what we used to do at 
that age. We'd go out, be robbing people. I never 
really had it in my heart, so I'd just be the blocker, 
you know, I'd be the lookout, but it's stupidity, it's 
peer pressure, it's not thinking of the next move. 
Because if I think, if I do this, then they do that, 
if I do this then they do that - you know what 
I mean? Chess gives you analytical thinking. I would 
have spread that to the urban community, to all 
communities. That's how you get out aggression, 
without having to be physical. This is a warrior. And 
you feel the agony of defeat when you play chess. " 

From the Wu Manual I know that you started 
learning from a girl when you were about 11... 

"Yeah." 

And she was also your first time? Is that true? 

" It's a true story. She taught me chess and sex, all 
at the same time. And the part of the story people 
don't know, is that she grew up to be a lesbian. " 

Really? 

"Yeah. She was one year older, you know what 
I mean? But, uh, what happened... She was 
molested when she was seven. I'm saying, her 
mother's boyfriends and all this shit. . .you can see 
how all the male energy turns a woman off because 
of the aggression of all of it in the past of the 
woman. What you get from your mother, what you 
get from your friends, leads to that passion they 
begin to have sexually for each other. That can 
explain, but [laughs] ldon'tknow...lcansee how 



a woman would go for the softer side. Because of 
the unempathetic heart of a man." 

You seem pretty empathetic describing it. 

"I'm empathetic, because I'm an artist. The 
world don't have a lot of artists in it. " 

I ask him how much his chess skills - the strategy 
and the empathy- help him choose interesting 
collaborators. 

" I take projects seriously, but when people 
come to me they know what they want, they want 
the green (laughs). It does help me work on my 
projects. . .For Kill Bill Part 2, when I was working on 
putting that soundtrack together, I had to think, this 
is a female character, I had to find her voice." 

During the production of the Kill Bill films, RZA 
and QuentinTarantino became friends. "I didn't 
even know I was going to be composing for the 
films, I was just there to study with him. I brought 
my buddy with me, we flew around the world 
[following Tarantino] and I'd go to the set and 
be watching every day. While I was doing it, 
I was writing, I was learning camera angles. 
And I was just asking all kinds of questions" 

Tarantino and RZA had all-night video 
marathons, where they would analyse John Woo's 
panoramic shots or Polanski's casting strategies. 
Now, with Tarantino as a mentor, RZA's directing his 
first full-length film, The Man With The Iron Fist 
(although he's written and directed several shorts 
already). He names people he wants to work with 
forfilmsand albums, "even if they don't know it 
yet, " and has a stable of actors that he wants to 
bring to Hollywood and use again and again. 

The new Bobby Digital album is another step 
toward film, with the video for 'You Can't Stop Me 



'You feel the agony of 
defeat when you play 
chess' 



Now' looking and sounding like a slick trailer for a 
comic book adaptation blockbuster. It sketches the 
rise of Wu-Tang with appropriate bombast, and also 
gives credit to everyone involved from the Swarm Of 
Bees to the late Ol' Dirty Bastard. 

What, then, about all the infighting within 
Wu-Tang? Founding member U-God famously sued 
RZA over royalties... 

He sighs. "This started as a close-knit circle. 
We had one lawyer, nomanager...nowwegotnine 
lawyers, nine managers. If you check our books, 
you'll see that I'm owed money. But because of the 
perception of the success I've had. . .I haven't made 
my money from Wu-Tang since about 2001 , 1 went 
to California ... it took me time. " 

Back to the chess game: he's good. I came into 
this knowing I'd get beat, but that was OK, it would 
be a learning experience and an honour. Indeed: 
each weak move I made, he explained what could 
have worked better, and why. I knew he was going 
to kick my ass with similar good grace, but his PR 
knocked on the door. 

"You've totally beat me," I say. 

"No," he says, smiling. "We've adjourned." 

Play online at www.wuchess.com 




Dir Eddy Moretti/Suroosh Alvi, Vice Films, 2007, 84 mins 

I was expecting a Middle Eastern This Is Spinal Tap. Debates 
on the length of the second guitarist's solos, on-tour 
bickering and raided hotel mini-bars - a rock rite of 
passage carried across the borders with a likely conclusion: 
your solos and your beards are all too long; your band will not 
change the world. This time. 

But while faulty sound systems, out-of-key strumming 
and pre-show jitters all feature, the real problems faced 
by Iraq's only heavy metal band Acrassicauda -the name 
is Latin for 'black scorpion' - are on a much larger scale. 
If they discuss whether to stay together, it's because even 
after Saddam's ousting, the danger of singing in English, 
even singing at all, is escalating; if they talk facial hair, it's 
because having a goatee rather than a full "Arabic beard" 
makes them too-easy targets for a regime that rejects all 
Western influence. 

This documentary, directed by Canadian film-makers 
Eddy Moretti and Suroosh Alvi and produced by Shane 
Smith and Spike Jonze, follows the band in their fight for 
four chords, from the days of Saddam's rule, through the 
US insurgency, to their subsequent flee to Syria. Their faith 
in metal - a violent expression - goes far beyond their 
faith in their country. "If I didn't play drums, I'm gonna 
turn to a killing machine. If you teach every citizen to 
play drums, I believe they'll be a good citizen," claims 
band-memberTonyAziz, who — ironically — speaks English 
like a Texan. 

At times Heavy Metal In Baghdad 'seems as much 
about the mission of the Vice Films directors, entering the 
city "against all odds" to film, gonzo-style, in a "gangster's 
paradise", as the mission of the band themselves, forced 
to sing pro-Hussein songs, ("As the Arabic saying goes, 'To 
stay away from the devil, sing for him'"), and left, finally, 
as rock'n'roll refugees. In Damascus, they play covers to 
a crowd who have no idea who they are, but are riled by 
'Back In Black's chords all the same. 

While Acrassicauda's lyrics do not overtly concern 
politics, the documentary's commentary does, reciting 
UN reports that "Eighty per cent of Iraqi musicians have 
fled the country, at least seventy-five have been killed. . . 
music-filled parties and singing of all kinds are banned." 
Yet the band say they're not "a political band, like System 
Of A Down, or something" .They "don't give a fuck about 
the news". Their sole goal is to play heavy metal, become 
their heroes - Slayer, Megadeth and Slipknot - be the best 
singers, the best guitarists. It's the fact they are unable to 
fulfil this basic macho dream, with no audience to play to 
and no concert spaces to play in, that brings the social 
background to the fore. 

In Heavy Metal In Baghdad, guitar-shredding really 
is a revolutionary action, and if their sound is a rip-off of 
past riffs, it's new terrain for Iraq, and for Syria, where they 
hit the studio for the first time. " Damascus is the oldest 
inhabited city in the world - you'd have thought they'd 
have gotten round to recording a heavy metal record 
already," comment the directors, wryly. And as the end 
credits roll: "The band is still trying to find its way to a 
place where they can live in peace, grow their hair long, 
bang their heads, and play heavy metal again as loud as 
they want." 
Hannah Gregory 
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reasons to be cheerful 



Words: Miss AMP 



Why Josie Long is Plan B in comedian form 



1. She's happy 

Josie Long bounds onstage with a massive 
grin -wait wait, I know, that's nothing, all 
comedians do that- but her grin, right, it has 
a personality all of its own. She's got one of 
those mouths that grins when it's talking - 
scratch that, it BEAMS - and what comes out of 
it is equally jubilant. Take this DVD she's just put 
out. It's of her show Trying Is Good and it's 
dedicated to those people in life who put in the 
effort, are earnest about stuff, and strive for 
the things they believe in. Positivity! Hurrah! 
Trying Is Good encompasses, among other 
things, Daniel Johnston, a guy at Josie's gym 
who wears clothes from the past and has 
strips of fabric from a sling tied round his 
forehead and wrists in a vague approximation 



rambunctious and witty with a cute overbite 
and the ability to tell really long stories about 
bakeries without boring or irritating the shit 
out of you even for a second. 

What Josie Thinks About Happiness: "I get 
all these journalists going 'Josie! You're nice!' 
But I'm not nice! It's not all unrelenting 
happiness! I mean, I do like to talk about good, 
happy things, and I think we should just try our 
best, you know? But nice? I'm not nice." 

Are you sure? Everything you just said 
sounds quite nice. "Hmpf." 

Why That Is Like Plan B In Comedian Form: 
We're happy too! We only talk about the stuff 
we like and completely ignore the stuff we 
don't. We are never boring or irritating and 
we love (ok, / love) taking secret photos of 
strangers on our cameraphones. It's uncanny! 

2. She's weird 

Chatting about her nine-year-old self, 
childhood obesity and being called 'weird' by 
the other kids at school, Josie confesses that 
she just wants to be normal, and that the things 
that are charming about her now- kooky, 
even - are just reasons strangers won't sit next 
to her on public transport in 25 years. This urge 
to fit in is what unites the eccentrics she 
introduces us to in her show- Daniel Johnston 
didn't think he was an outsider, she tells us, he 
thought he was The Beatles! Josie's gym fiance 
with the slings tied round his wrists 
and head- he thinks he's Rambo! And Josie? 
She thinks she's a stand-up comedian! And us? 
We think we're a magazine! 

What Josie Thinks About Weirdoes/ 
Outsiders: "I'm really interested in outsider art 
and also self-taught, self-made art. I like stuff 
that is a bit weird and is naive and also stuff 
that might be completely knowing but is 
presented in an offbeat, seemingly inept way. 
I like to see it as different textures in stuff, if 
that isn't too pretentious." 

Why That Is Like Plan B in Comedian Form: 
see above. 

3. She's female 

In the UK, the world of stand-up comedy tends 
to be dominated by men. The main prize at the 
if .Comedy awards (formerly the Perrier Award, 
dedicated to recognising the best new stand- 
ups at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe) has only 
been won by women twice in the competition's 
history. Josie Long's show is not a feminist show 
in any way- it's a meandering stroll through 
the performer's personality- but just by virtue 
of being there, she's making a difference. 
What Josie Thinks About 'The Woman 
Question': "I'm sick of people saying to me 
'There aren't any funny women, are there?' It's 
so ill-informed and annoying. And I do feel like 
in television there's a prevailing sexism which 



uths that BEAMS 
en it's talking, and what comes out of it is 
uallyjubliant 



of sweatbands,theDali Lama ("theFonzof 
religion ! "), taking photos of eccentric strangers 
in secret on your cameraphone, and a sea-scene 
painted on Josie's stomach ("I'm dressing to 
celebrate and flatter my weak points! See 
the ripples?"). It's funny and touching, like an 
afternoon spent with your best friend in your 
favourite pub - as long as your best friend is 



manifests itself in everything. There's the funny 
man and pretty woman model in most TV 
presenting formats. But all you can do is try to 
fight it by your own writing and to work harder 
to make your own stuff. I think on the small- 
scale live circuit it is changing. Smaller gigs tend 
to be about 50/50 men and women, and it's not 
a biqdeal." 
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Why That Is Plan B In Comedian Form: 
Obvs Plan B is a magazine, not a person, and 
therefore without gender. But for the last 
four years we've had a female editor, and 
we do our best to cover bands with both 
dudes and chicks in, and to ensure that said 
coverage is provided by an equal number of 
dudes and chicks- which, if you survey most 
UK music magazines, is far from the norm. 

4. She's DIY/alternative 

Her Wikipedia photo has a picture of her 
in a Bikini Kill T-shirt. She loves comics (Dan 
Clowes, Adrian Tomine -all the classics) and 
knitting and applique, (one sketch about 
handmade oneupmanship involves an 
indier-than-thou weaver). She likes charity 
shopping (one of her skits involves buying 
a coat from a charity shop and imagining 
the lives of its former owners) and frets that 
her newfound interest in gym-going and 
Weightwatcherswill lose her her indie 
credentials. She runs a fanzine called 
Drawing Moustaches In Magazines 
Monthly, and set up her own club night (the 
first one had a theme of "Punk and DIY, but 
not in a rubbish way like someone's auntie 
coming to a party dressed as a punk, in a 
good way! "). And even now she's famous 
she'll do things like decorate 1 000 postcards 
by hand to give away with her DVDs. Aw. 

What Josie Thinks About DIY: "I've been 
thinking a lot about how amateurism 
relates to things that are more personal 
and direct. About how self-publishing can 
cut through a lot of the compromising that 
might come along with looking to make 
things marketable. To me it's like the 
difference between stand up, which is 
direct and immediate, and trying to write 
for television, which needs to be tailored for 
a market, for a channel, for a timeslot, etc. 
It's about not compromising and not making 
excuses for things which may be personal 
or niche." 

Why That Is Like Plan B In Comedian 
Form: We publish this thing all by ourselves 
out of our dole money, some buttons and 
the furry stuff from the insides of pockets. 
Plus: free CDs and we do our own club 
nights! And those are just a few reasons why 
Josie Long is like Plan B in comedian form. 
And frankly, we can't think of any other 
comedian we'd rather be like. Hurrah! 

Trying Is Good is out now on PiaslReal 
Talent. Thanks to The Rookie Files 
fanzine for additional info (therookiefiles@ 
gmail.com) 





Bonfire Of The Brands 



Neil Boorman (Canongate) 

" My parents always cared for me, they never abused me; my 
grounds for complaint are few, beyond their refusal to buy me 
Adidas on demand." - Neil Boorman, reflecting on his 
therapy sessions in Bonfire Of The Brands 

You walk through a tube station and the ticket barriers are 
wrapped in the instantly identifiable colours of a vodka 
brand. You notice the receipt you get with your Oyster card 
has an ad for fast food on the back. And you don't know 
where to look on the escalator because the gaps between 
the stairs are advertising an online gambling cartel. 

Enter Neil Boorman, 3 1 . Brand addict, founder of 
Shoreditch Twat, former editor of Sleazenation and, as 
legend has it, the real life inspiration for Nathan Barley. 
Suffocated by 2 1 st century marketing methods, Boorman 
would have us believe that he's now a repentant and 
puritanical ex-shopaholic garbed not in the Adidas sneakers 
and Helmut Lang blazer of yore, but army surplus rags and 
anonymous plimsolls. 

Early this decade, whenever I had a spare fiver in 
my pocket, I'd buy his brand-peddling, Technicolor 
magalog S/eazenaf/ort and I still have some of flyers for 
the nights (sponsored by clothes, beer and cigarettes) 
that he put on at dodgy Old Street dive 333. Over those 
years as a consultant/club promoter/journalist stalking 
the streets of Shoreditch, he honed an ironic and self- 
referential style of copywriter-ready prose which he can't 
seem to adapt to the job in hand. Surely whatever points 
he has to make could have neatly slotted into a few 
thousand words on the feature pages of G2 or Style 
(oh look, they already have!)? 

BOTB is written as a diary (it's adapted from a blog) 
which pivots around the titular bonfire, so we witness the 
preparation for and fallout from that cathartic event.The 
question he's asked most is an obvious one -why burn all 
your branded goods when you could just give them away? 
The answer is that he's a media professional and this is 
a magnificent stunt. He suggests that the plan is met 
with public outrage (mostly from those ever-excitable 
commentators at the Guardian Unlimited comment boxes) 
because we're so indoctrinated by brands, that we think 
the destruction of expensive, superfluous goods is sacrilege. 
It's an interesting theory, but we're expected to listen to 
a man whose career (to date) is advising brands, who has 
never had any issues with debt and who probably wouldn't 
approve of our shoes if he met us either. And how much of 
the luxury booty he tossed on the fire was given to him 
through work? 

For all of his efforts, I get the impression that this 
epiphany might have come too late for our sucked-into-a- 
brand-vortex (Dyson?) author because of two disturbing 
episodes. Firstly, the one item he chooses to save from 
the flames is his Apple computer, which he instead pays 
a company to 'de-brand'. This ends up costing more than 
the machine itself. Secondly, towards the end of the diary, 
Boorman reveals that an industry trend prediction journal 
has picked up on his one-man revolution and warns that 
he's started a new trend, the 'Nu Austerity' movement. 
I can't see it catching on. 
Anna-Marie Fitzgerald 




Deathtnpping: The Extreme Underground 



Jack Sargeant (Soft Skull Press) 

"There will be blood, shame, pain and ecstasy, the likes of 
which no one has yet imagined," wrote iconic iconoclast 
Nick Zedd of his cinematic mission. It was a characteristically, 
classically Artaudian statement, and that the resulting 
Cinema Of Transgression would share a similar fate to the 
Theatre Of Cruelty - experiments neglected in themselves 
but mined by a voracious mainstream - probably wouldn't 
have surprised him even then. 

The arrival of this meticulous, accessible book on what 
happened next will either gratify he and his associates 
(remembering their fire and cementing their place) or appal 
(denoting acceptance from the cultural elite that were once 
the enemy, while rationalising their instinctual acts). Unlike 
the logical and social types who tend to prosper at the 
business end of the dream factory, the mavericks of the New 
York film underground remain difficult to second guess. 

That Sargeant has managed to corral many of the scene's 
dirtiest snowballs -makers like Zedd, Richard Kern, Beth and 
Scott B, as well as muses including Lydia Lunch and Lung Leg 
- into winningly intimate and meandering interviews 
suggests they're flattered to be remembered; art made 
against the audience often succeeds so well (albeit in ways 
it didn't intend) that it disappears entire. 

Indeed, the larger portion of the book is made up of 
these behind the scenes reminiscences, and Sargeant proves 
a gifted mediator- more like peer interaction than critical 
interrogation, and so avoiding the reserve or posturing such 
self-identifying renegades can reflexively adopt when 
confronted by the establishment.That the tone can become 
nostalgic even when the subject matter is "fake puking. . . 
real puking. . .trash. . .drag. . .hate and anxiety. . .cutting. . . " 
is a tidy analogue for what the book does, equal parts 
reunion party and autopsy. 

The Cinema Of Transgression was hardly designed to 
mass manufacture masterpieces, but what it did do was burn 
fiercely, briefly. Looking back (and it's startling how abundant 
uncut stuff is on YouTube) the shock value may have greatly 
depreciated, but the bloody-minded irreverence is intact - 
and this was their real contribution: transferring the DIY 
ethos of an earlier underground into the video age. 

The titles alone betray the intent: You Killed Me First, 
Geek Maggot Bingo, Rat Trap, Where Evil Dwells, Fingered, 
They Eat Scum, The Offenders. In maintaining the ugly 
extremities that were the first parts to be cut clean or made 
over for the widening, ever-richer niche of independent film - 
something many would see as a process of gentrification - 
the assorted transgressors were on the side of amateurs 
rather than auteurs, emotions and viscera rather than 
aesthetics and analysis. They attained at least some of their 
goals at the time. Whether the films still do is a question for 
you. From Zedd's initial manifesto: "We propose to go beyond 
all limits set or prescribed by taste, morality. . .We violate the 
command and law that we bore audiences to death in rituals 
of circumlocution and propose to break all the taboos of our 
age by sinning as much as possible." From an interview with 
Cassandra Stark Mele, looking back: "The word 'transgress' 
is supposed to mean to go beyond or over a boundary. 
Not to halt at the boundary and stake a claim of it. . .What 
boundaries are being broken? Where is the liberation?" 
kicking_k 



plan b 1 81 




t 




the hi-fi revenge of ...manda rin 
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0K f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yrself . Please quote your favourite here. 

"I look like a 12-year-old." 
What is the biggest misconception about 
you? 

"That I take drugs to be that active on stage. " 

The most over-used adjective(s) about 
your sound? 

"Lo-fi." 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Sexy." 

What concept or detail is always missed? 

"That I'm just having fun ! " 

What was the most heinous lie you ever 
told in an interview? 

"Bis told the Daily Record in Scotland that we 
had bought the infamous 1 3th Note pub. " 

Were you caught? 

"Shhh. . .I still want press from them ! " 

Were there any repercussions? 

"Amazingly, people all around the world knew 
about the story. We were getting asked in interviews 
in America about our pub." 

Do you read your own press releases? 
Do you feel they represent you adequately? 

"Steven wrote a bunch of the Bis ones as we had 
had some poor jobs in the past. They wouldn't 
represent us inadequately so much as emphasise 
two or three things that weren't that interesting 
or important." 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? 

"Steven Wells for an NME piece. He was horrid 
to us, and there was absolutely no point in having 



wasted our time to do it. Don't know why he 
wasted his own. He wasn't a clever man." 

What was the weirdest? 

"On a boat in Sweden with ourtour manager 
being sick over the side after drinking a full bottle 
of Absolut Vodka." 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"Being called 'Manda Rind'...eurgh!" 



'I've never allowed a 
stylist to style me' 



Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve yr work, even only in spotting a 
mistake or providing a second opinion? 

"I remember Sean at Rough Trade saying - after 
'Kandy Pop' was number 25, then 'Fake DIY' was 45 
-'it's all downhill from here'. Sad, but very true!" 

If you were a music magazine editor, who 
would you feature and why? 

"TheB-52's! Just saw them in Glasgow, and they 
were utterly amazing. The energy, professionalism, 
and vocals were just stunning ! I'd do that cos 
I wasn't really old enough to see them in the press 
when they were massive. 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"I can't rememberthat happening. I would find 
it so flattering if someone saw me as an influence - 



it would be very difficult to be openly nasty. 
I suppose it's similar to when a wee band supports 
you that are massive fans, but you think they're a bit 
mince. I'd never be cruel. It would just break my 
heart if an idol was horrible. " 

What's the favourite of your record covers 
and why? What does it, y'know, say about 
you? 

"The 'Eurodisco' one was the most recognisable 
one which I really love. It's fun, colourful but 
straightforward. I think that says it all ... " 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

" I've never allowed a stylist to style me. I don't 
want to look like every single other girl in a 
magazine. Musically, I don'tthink anyone would 
have dared..." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 

"I think the first-for 'Kandy Pop' -was the 
most natural. It was filmed on a cheap and nasty 
camcorder that I'd saved up for while working in 
Safeway, and that's what the footage was all from. 
No glitz, no fancy editing, but it was alright. 
'Eurodisco' was my favourite, but was very 
expensive. 'Detour', on the other hand, could have 
put me off making videos ever again. " 

Are there any territories where you've 
never had any success? Where? Why d'you 
think this is the case? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 

"Never? China, perhaps. We weren't allowed to 
go there after playing the Tibetan Freedom Concert 
in Australia. Biggest-Japan, of course! Six boxes of 
pressies to ship home and 1 00,000 albums in two 
weeks ain't bad at all." 

What product/service/organisation would 
you allow your music to advertise and why? 

"Apple computers! I'm a gadget freak and 
massive fan of Apple. I'll be queuing for MacWorld 
in January overnight in San Francisco! It's my dream 
to be in one of their adverts. " 

What kind of film and/or scene would you 
most like your music to soundtrack? Have you 
had any bad experiences in this sphere? 

"'Detour' was in the cheerleading film Bring It 
On. It was some big emotional kinda scene, so quite 
funny! Imagine if a tune was in a hot sex scene!?" 

Have you ever covered a song 'cause you 
think you can do it better than the original? 

"Never cover a classic!" 

Have you ever covered a song by a band 
you didn't like? 

" I didn't like The Smiths when we did The Boy 
With The Thorn In His Side'. That made it quite 
interesting, but now I've got a soft spot for the 
Smiths - especially Morrissey. Maybe I'm just old ... " 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) band you 
ever supported? Who was the worst (or 
weirdest) that ever supported you? 

" I think we've always been quite lucky and 
haven't had too many bad experiences. Worst was 
during a Rocket From The Crypt tour, an Australian 
band called You Am I went mental at being third on 
the bill (we were second) and trashed our sequencer 
so we couldn't play." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"Kevin has about five Bis tattoos now, and 
flew all the way to Australia (among many other 
places) to see us. He also bought 200 copies of the 
'Eurodisco' seven-inch to decorate his flat with." 

What's the worst question you've ever 
been asked? 

"Why are you called Bis?" 

What was your answer? 

"Big in Scotland." 
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plan ^presents: 

the ninja tune/big dada/ 

counter records sampler 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 








A subscription to Plan B saves you money, makes 
you happier and more well-informed, and 
makes a satisfying "thud" or, indeed, a sort 
of papery "plop" sound on yr doormat once 
a month. And gets you some awesome free 
stuff -this month, courtesy of Southern 
Records, qhnnnl, the strangely autumnal new 
album by Chicago stalwarts Dianogah. 



Daedelus 

Make It So 

Alfred Darlington, the Californian hep 
dandy also known as Daedelus eases 
us in with a melodramatic sigh. Born in 
1 977, Mr Darlington was four during 
the second British invasion of 1 981 , 
six when MTV launched, and nine 
when Star Trek: The Next Generation 
was first broadcast. 'Make It So' sounds 
like a new romantic Tre/rtitle sequence 
remixed with a geriatric Picard in drag 
crying commands into his starched collar. 

Cadence Weapon 

In Search Of The Youth Crew 

Rollie Pemberton is a fast rap godhead 
with a hype beat fetish and a knack for 
the most infectious SHARP! ANTHEM ! 
CHORUSES! known to man. Neurotic 
young things and envious old farts sing 
along in unison. It's a hit. You're back. 

Infinite Livez Vs Stade 

Man Machine 

Apt soundtrack to first drinks on 
a compulsory all-office night out 
in a transgender strip club. Through the 
awkward chat, Infinite Livez grinds a 
pole in the background. "Oh you've got 
such naughty hands", he sings, "Put it 
awa-aaa-yyy..." 

The Death Set 

Day In The Wife 

Cadences of steel skewer syllables into 
a series of notes resembling "Yale ", 
"lovely ladies "and "a five dollar 
craaaaab". Guitars prolapse in 
complete agreement over a spasmed 
drum that kicks like Polythene or Atari 
Teenage Riot used to. Clocking in at a 
generous 1 :22 , it feels n/ayshorter. 

Ghislain Poirer 

Hit And Red 

The beat stutters like slipping down sand 
a few fought inches at a time, with an 
aura like someone left their off-centre 
pressed Street Sounds Electro LP on the 
radiator. And glitches like it's been subject 
to a botched recycling attempt on Yoshimi 
P-We's personal record cutting machine. 



Roots Manuva 

Again And Again (Moody Boyz Dub) 

Trust Roots to rip the step out of dub. 
Aided here by The Moody Boyz, 'Again 
And Again' reiterates why for some, 
Dub Come Save Me will always be 
a guilty favourite Roots Manuva album. 
The one where our main man makes 
himself into a ghost out of memories 
and smoke from funny cigarettes. 

The Bug 

Jah War (Loefah remix) 

Bass guaranteed to burst your bowels 
at 50 metres when played on a decent 
soundsystem. Flow Dan calling down 
the apocalypse with a flow so possessed 
it's a wonder Babylon still runs the 
metropolis. In a just world, the theme 
tune for the 201 2 Olympics. 

King Cannibal 

Flower Of Flesh And Blood 

The man formerly known as Zilla feasts 
on the corpse of his old identity with 
relish, chewing down meaty chunks of 
tech step with a surgical darkness. 
A mystical, and possibly bearded voice 
warns " You will cease to be ". We're 
scared and excited at the same time. 

The Qemists 

Lost Weekend (The Qemists Got 
Your Money remix) 

Do you hear that? The Qemists have 
GOT YOUR MONEY. And if YOU weren't 
so OFF YOURTITS dancing like a PRICK 
to euphoric,angry drum'n'bass you 
wouldn't have LOST IT in the first place. 
What d'y mean they're welcome to it? 
Oh. I guess yr right. 

Two Fingers 

Bad Girl (Featuring Ce'Cile) 

AmonTobin and Doubclicktease us 
with a selection, we hope, from their 
long promised bashy Brit rap LP, set to 
include turns from Sway, Durrty Goodz, 
and the lady featured here: Ce'Cile. Self 
proclaimed 'bad gyal', she coaxes 
seductively, batting off the advances of 
this randy tiger of a beat. "For this peep 
show, you're gonna need an encore. " 



K-The-I??? 

Lead The Floor 

Dropped from 2095 to our time through 
a crack in space to feed on psychic grot, 
K-The-I ??? is here to remind us the world 
will never end. It'll just devolve into a 
mess of zombie flesh, melted computer 
circuitry and unpaid air conditioning bills. 
Revived in the fresh air, he feels like he's 
"about to vomit". Precise and terrifying. 

Xrabit and DMGeez 

KillinEm 

Three hooks, two-and-a-half MCs, and 
a message voiced most succinctly by 
Jay-Z on the sampled hook: "l-l-lam 
killing them out there, they need first 
aid". Dalston's Xrabit combines old 
school energy with 2 1 st Century clarity, 
while MCs Damaged Good$ summon 
up a wisdom inherited from UGK, born 
underthe heinous oppression of bling. 

Speech Debelle 

Searching 

Acoustic strummed and picked with 
a half sung rap like Kate Nash had 
talent, intelligence, and knowledge 
of. . . issues. But it'd be for nothing if she 
wallowed and 'Searching' understands, 
a soaring blow against stasis. 

The Long Lost 

The Art Of Kissing 

And so we return to somewhere near 
the start, our dandy Alfred, his wife 
Laura Darling, and three minutes of 
musical fore pi ay. Words are lost in her 
ecstatic sighs and happy sounding 
groans. But, as she lets slip in one 
calmer moment: "There's a trick or two 
in the art of kissing." 

John Matthias 

Evermore 

Buddy of Coldcut and Radiohead, John 
Matthias wants to be holed up in a 
bothy somewhere in the wilds of 
Snowdonia with a crate of whisky, 
a banjo, a harmonium, the London 
Symphony Orchestra's violin section, 
a woolen hat and an adoring audience 
to hear his message: life endures. 
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This music comforts with logic, all its patterns and 
communication networks laid out where you can 
see them, vibrant and intelligent and neat, lam 
a sucker for a well-turned post-rock album, it's true, 
but Dianogah 's latest is something a little more than 
that. Centred around the two basses of Jay Ryan 
and Jason Harvey, the impression is of a sometimes 
warm, sometimes seething, always intense 
conversation, but one that's illuminated by bursts 
of Andrew Bird's layered violins and unexpected 
vocals from guests Stephanie Morris and Billy Smith, 
respectively soothing and bracing with their 
presence. There is a song that flutters and aches 
('Sprinter') and a song that grinds and growls (in 
fact, a few: 'Puma', 'qhnnnl'), and then, best of all, 
some (A Breaks B', 'Mongrel') that have a clear- 
skied, chill morninged, regretful, graceful quality 
that makes you happy for the year to change, look 
forward to the cold snap in the air. 

Frances Morgan 

To qualify for this offer please mention 
PB36 on the back of your cheque or in the 
Paypal comments box. You can see our other 
subscriber offers, buy back issues, sort out your 
subscription, read blogs and features, and start 
fights on the forum at www.planbmag.com 



Back Issues 

UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.conn 

Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, 
1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Road, London WC1X 8ED. 
Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by 
credit card, debit card or Paypal 
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LOYALTY TO LOYALTY 

THE NEW ALBUM - SEPT 22ND 

LIMITED EDITION DELUXE VERSION AVAILABLE IN 
HARDBACK BOOK, INCLUDES 35 MINUTE DVD DOCUMENTARY 

'SOMETHING iS NOT RiGHT WiTH ME' LTD EDITION 7" AVAILABLE - SEPT 15TH 
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